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The Lord of boots bath walked 
Thia world of man ; tbe one Almighty aeu 
His everlaating Son to wear tbe fleah, 
And glorify thia mortal human shape ; 
And the blind eyee unclosed to see tbe Lord, 
And tbe dumb tongues broke out in songs of praise. 
And the deep grave cast forth its wondering dead. 
And trembling devils murmured solemn homage : 
Yet Him, the meek, the merciflil, the Just, 
Upon the cross his rebel people hung, 
And mocked his dying anguish. 
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PEE FACE. 



The greatest Poets and Painters of the Christian ages have 
found inspiration in the beautiful and sublime history of 
Immanuel. The publishers belieye a volume containing so 
many of their productions, illustrative of His Life and Passion, 
-will be welcomed as an appropriate Souyenir in the happy 
season in which we commemorate the advent of our Sayioub 
in the world. 

Philaoblfbu. 
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LIFE OF THE SAVIOUR 



PROEM. 
HYMN TO THE SAVIOUR. 



BIT. H. H. MILHAN. 



Oh ! Thou didst die for me, thou Son of God ! 

By thee the throbbing flesh of man was worn ; 
Thy naked feet the thorns of sorrow trod, 
And tempests beat thy houseless head forlorn. 
Thou, that wert wont to stand 
Alone, on God's right hand,- 
Before the ages were, the Eternal, eldest born. 
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HYMN TO THE SAVIOUR. 15 

Thy birthri^t in the world was pain and grief, 

Thy love's return ingratitude and hate ; 
The limbs thou healedst brought thee no relief, 
The eyes thou openedst calmly viewed thy fate : 
Thou that wert wont to dwell 
In peace, tongue cannot tell, 
No heart conceive the bliss of thy celestial state. 

They dragged thee to the Roman's solemn haD, 

Where the proud judge in purple splendour sate ; 
Thou stood'st a meek and patient criminal. 
Thy doom of death from human lips to wait ; 
Whose throne shall be the world 
In final ruin hurl'd, 
With all mankind to hear their everlasting &te* 

Thou wert alone in that fierce multitude. 

When " Crucify him !" yelled the general shout , 
No hand to guard thee 'mid those insults rude, 
Nor 1^ to bless thee in that fi*antic rout ; 
Whose lightest whisper'd word 
The Seraphim had heard. 
And adamantine arms firom all the heavens broke out. 

They bound thy temples with the twisted thorn. 
Thy bruised feet went languid on with pain ; 
The blood fix)m all thy flesh with scourges torn, 
Deepen'd thy robe of mockery's crimson gram ; 
Whose native vesture bright 
Was the unapproached light. 
The sandal of whose foot the rapid hurricane. 
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16 HYMN TO THE SAVIOUR. 

They smote thy cheek with many a rathless palm, 

With the cold spear thy shuddering side they pierced ; 
The draught of bitterest gall was all the balm 
They gave, t' enhance thy unslaked, burning thirst : 
Thou, at whose words of peace 
Did pain and anguish cease. 
And the long-buried dead their bonds of slumber burst. 

Low bow'd tiiy head convulsed, and droop'd in death. 

Thy voice sent forth a sad and wailing cry; 
Slow struggled from thy breast the parting breath. 
And every limb was wnmg with agony. 
That head, whose veil-less blaze 
Fill'd angels with amaze. 
When at that voice sprang forth the rolling suns on high. 

And thou wert laid within the narrow tomb. 

Thy clay-cold limbs with shrouding grave-clothes bound ; 
The sealed stone confirmed thy mortal doom. 
Lone watchmen walked thy desert burial-ground. 
Whom heaven could not contain. 
Nor th' immeasurable plain 
Of vast Infinity enclose or circle round. 

For us, for us, thou didst endure the pain. 

And thy meek spirit bow'd itself to shame. 
To wash our souls from sin's infecting stain, 
T' avert the Father's wrathful vengeance flame ; 
Thou, that couldst nothing win 
By saving worlds torn sin, 
Nor au^t of glory add to thy all-glorious name. 
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THE ANNUNCIATION. 



MBS. HBXAirS. 



And in the tixth month the angel Gabriel was tent from God unto a dty of Galilee, i 
Nazareth, to a virgin, eeponaed to a man whose name was Joseph, of the house of DavM; 
and the virgin's name was Mary. And the angel came in unto her, and said, ** Hail, thou that 
art highly flivoured, the Lord is with thee: blessed art thou among women."* — Ldks i. M, n 



Lowliest of women, and most glorified ! 

In thy still beauty sitting calm and lone, 
A brightness round thee grew — and by thy side, 

Kindling the air, a form ethereal shone, 

Solemn, yet breathing gladness. — From her throne 
A queen had risen with more imperial eye, 
A stately prophetess of victory 

From her proud lyre had struck a tempest's tone. 
For such hi^ tidings as to thee were brought, 

Chosen of Heaven ! that hour : — but thou, thou ! 
E'en as a flower with gracious rains o'erfiraught 

Thy virgin head beneath its crown didst bow, 

8* a7) 
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18 THE ANNUNCIATION. 

And take to thy meek breast th' all-holy word, 
And own thyself the handmaid of the Lord. 
Yet as a sun-burst flushing mountain .snow, 

Fell the celestial touch of fire ere long 
On the pale stillness of thy thoughtful brow, 

And thy calm spirit l^tenM into song. 

Unconsciously, perchance, yet firee and strong 
FlowM the majestic joy of tunefiil words, 

Which living harps the choirs of Heaven among 
Might well have link'd with their divinest chords. 
Full many a strain, bqme hr on glory's blast. 
Shall leave, where once its haughty music pass'd, 

No more to memory than a reed's faint sigh ; 
While thine, childlike virgin ! through all time 
Shall send its fervent breath o'er every clime, 

Being of Grod, and therefore not to die. 
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THE NATIVITY. 

JOHN MILTON. 

And it came to paw in those dayi, that there went oat a decree from OMar Aofnatiia, that 
all the world ahoald be taxed. And all went to be taxed, every one into hia own city. And 
Joeeph also went up ftom Galilee, out of the city of Nazareth, into Judea, onto the city of 
David, which is called Bethlehem, to be taxed, with Mary his espooaed wife, being great with 
child. And so it was, that while they were there, the days were accomplished that she should 
be delivered. — Lukb ii. 1, 6 

Tms is the month, and this the happy mom, 
Wherein the Son of Heaven's eternal King, 
Of wedded Maid, and Virgin Mother bom. 
Our great redemption from above did bring ; 
For so the holy sages once did sing, 

That He our deadly forfeit should release. 
And with his Father work us a perpetual peace. 

That glorious form, that light unsufferable, 

And that far-beaming blaze of majesty. 

Wherewith he wont at Heav'n's high council-table 

To sit the midst of Trinal Unity, 

He laid aside ; and here with us to be. 

Forsook the courts of everlasting day. 

And chose with us a darksome house of mortal clay. 

(19) 
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20 THE NATIVITY. 

Say, heav'nly Muse, shall not thy sacred vem 

AflTord a present to the Infant God ? 

Hast thou no verse, no hymn, or solemn strain, 

To welcome him to this his new abode. 

Now while the Heav'n by the sun's team untrod. 

Hath took no print of the approaching light, 
And all the spangled host keep watch in squadrons bri^t? 

See how fix)m far upon the eastern road 

The star-led wizards haste witli odours sweet : 

run, prevent them with thy himible ode, 

And lay it lowly at his blessed feet ; 

Have thou the honour first thy Lord to greet, 

And join thy voice unto the angel quire. 
From out his secret altar touch'd with hallow'd fire. 



THE HYMN. 

It was the winter wild. 
While the Hcav'n-bom child 

All meanly wrapt in the rude manger lies ; 
Nature in awe to him 
Had doflPd her gaudy trim. 

With her great Master so to sympathize ; 
It was no season then for her 
To wanton with the sun her lusty paramour. 

Only with speeches fiadr 
She woos the gentle air 
To hide her guilty firont with innocent snow, 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE NATIVITY. 21 

And on her naked shame, 
Pollute with sinful blame, 

The saintly veil of maiden white to throw, 
Confoimded, that her Maker's eyes 
Should look so near upon her foul deformities. 

But he her fears t(J cease, 

Sent down the meek-eyed Peace; 

She, crown'd with olive green, came swiftly sliding 
Down throu^ the turning sphere 
His ready harbinger. 

With turde wing the amorous clouds dividing. 
And waving with her myrtle wand, 
She strikes a universal peace through sea and land. 

No war, or battle's sound 
Was heard the world around : 

The idle spear and shield were high up hung. 
The hooked chariot stood 
Unstain'd with hostile blood. 

The trumpet spake not to the armed throng. 
And kings sat still with awful eye. 
As if they surely knew their sovran Lord was by. 

But peaceftd was the night. 
Wherein the Prince of light 

His reign of peace upon the earth began, 
The winds with wonder whist 
Smoothly the waters kist, 

Whisp'ring new joys to the mild ocean. 
Who now hath quite forgot to rave, 
While birds of calm sit brooding on the charmed wave. 
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22 THE NATIVITY. 

The stars with deep amaze 
Stand fix'd in steadfast gaze, 

Bending one way their precious influence. 
And will not take their fli^t 
For all the morning lig^t, 

Or Lucifer that often wam'd them thence ; 
fiut in their glimmering orbs did glow, 
Until the Lord himself bespake, and bid them go. 

And though the shady gloom 
Had given day her room, 

The sun himself withheld his wonted speed. 
And hid his head for shame, 
As his inferior flame 

The new enlightened world no more should need ; 
He saw a greater sun appear 
Than his bright throne, or burning axletree could bear. 

The shepherds on the lawn. 
Or e'er the point of dawn. 

Sat siinply chatting in a rustic row ; 
Full little thought they then 
That the mighty Pan 

Was kindly come to live with them below ; 
Perhaps their loves, or else their sheep. 
Was all that did their silly thoughts so busy keep. 

When such music sweet, 
Their hearts and ears did greet. 

As never was by mortal finger strook, 
Divinely-warbled voice 
Answering the stringed noise^ 
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THE NATIVITY. 93 

As all their souls in blissful nature took: 
The air such pleasure loth to lose 
With thousand edioes still prolongs each heav'nly close. 

Nature that heard such sound, 
Beneath the hollow round 

Of Cynthia's seat, the aery region thrilling, 
Now was almost won 
To think her part was done, 

And that her reign had here its last fulfilling; 
She knew such harmony alone 
Could hold all heav'n and earth in happier union. 

At last surrounds their sight 
A globe of circular light, 

That with long beams the shame&ced night array'd, 
The helmed cherubim 
And sworded seraphim 

Are seen in glittering ranks with wings display'd, 
Harping in loud and solemn quire 
With unexpressive notes to heav'n's new-bom Heir. 

Such music (as 'tis said 
Before was never made. 

But when of old the sons of morning sung, 
While the Creator great 
His constellations set. 

And the well-balanced world on hinges hung, 
And cast the dark foundations deep, 
And bid the weltering waves their oozy channel keep. 
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^ THE NATIVITY. 

Ring out, ye crystal spheres, 
Once bless our humble ears, 

(If ye have power to touch our senses so) 
And let your sflver chime 
Move in melodious time, 

And let the bass of heav'n's deep organ blow, 
And with your ninefold ham^ony. 
Make up fidl concert to th' angelic symphony. 

For if such holy song 
Inwrap our fancy long, 

Time will run back, and fetch the age of gold, 
And speckled Vanity 
Will sicken soon and die, 

And leprous Sin will melt with earthly mould, 
And Hell itself will pass away. 
And leave her dolorous mansions to the peering day. 

Yea, Truth and Justice then 
Will down return to men, 

Orb'd in a rainbow; and like glories wearing 
Mercy will sit between, 
Throned in celestial sheen. 

With radiant feet the tissued clouds down steering. 
And Heav'n, as at some festival. 
Will open wide the gates of her high palace hall. 

But wisest Fate says no, 
This must not yet be so, 

The babe lies yet in smiling infancy. 
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THE NA TIVITY. 95 

That on the bitter cross 
Must redeem our loss; 

So both himself and us to glorify : 
Yet first to diose ychain'd in sleep^ 
The wakefiil trump of Doom must thunder through the deep. 

With such a horrid clang 
As on Mount Sinai rang, 

While the red fire and smouldering clouds outbreak ; 
The aged Earth," aghast, 
With terror of that blast, 

Shall firom the suii&ce to the centre shake : 
When at the world's last session. 
The dreadful Judge in middle air shall spread his throne. 

And then at last our bliss 
Full and perfect is. 

But now begins ; for from this happy day, 
Th' old Dragon under ground 
In straiter limits bound. 

Not half so far casts his usurped sway. 
And wroth to see his kingdom &il, 
Swindges the scaly horror of his folded tail. 

The oracles are dumb. 
No voice or hideous hum 

Runs through the arched roof in words deceiving. 
Apollo firom his shrine 
Can no more divine, 

With hollow shriek the steep of Delphos leaving. 

3 
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26 THE NATIVITY. 

No nightly trance or breathed spell 

Inspires the pale-eyed priest from his prophetic cell. 



The lonely mountains o'er 
And the resounding shore, 

A voice of weeping heard and loud lament, 
From haunted spring and dale 
EdgM with poplar pale, 

The parting Genius is with sighing sent ; 
With flower-inwoven tresses torn. 
The nymphs in twilight shade of tangled thickets mourn. 

In consecrated earth 
And on the holy hearth. 

The Lars and Lemures moan with midnight plaint. 
In urns and altars round, 
A drear and dying sound 

Afirights the Flamens at their service quaini ; 
And the chill marble seems to sweat, 
While each peculiar pow'r foregoes his wonted seat. 

Peor and Baalim 
Forsalfe their temples dim. 

With that twice-batter'd god of Palestine ; 
And mooned Ashtaroth, 
Heav'n's queen and mother both. 

Now sits not girt with tapers' holy shrine ; 
The Lybic Hammon shrinks his horn, 
In vain the Tyrian maids their wounded Thammus mourn. 
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THE NATIVITY. 87 

And sullen Moloch fled, 
Hath left in shadows dread, 

HLs burning idol all of blackest hue ; 
In vain with cymbals' ring 
They call the grisly king, 

In dismal dance about the furnace blue; 
The brutish gods of Nile as fast, 
Isis and Orus, and the dog Anubis haste. 

Nor is Osiris seen 

In Memphian grove or green, 

Trampling the unshow'r'd grass with lowings loud: 
Nor can he be at rest 
Within his sacred chest, 

Nought but profoundest Hell can be his shroud; 
In vain with timbrePd anthems dark. 
The sable-stoled sorcerers bear his worshipt ark. 

He feels from Juda's land 
The dreaded Infant's hand. 

The rays of Bethlehem blind his dusky eyn ; 
Nor all the gods beside 
Longer dare abide, 

Not Typhon huge ending in snaky twine; 
Our Babe, to show his Grodhead true. 
Can in his swaddling bands control the damned crew. 

So when the Sun in bed, 
Curtain'd with cloudy red, 
Pillows his chin upon an orient wave, 
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as THE NATIVITY. 

Tlie flocldng shadows pal 
Troop to &' infernal jail, 

Each fetter'd ghost slips to his several grave, 
And the yellow-skirted Fayes 
Fly after &e night-steeds, leaving their moon-lovM maze. 

But see the Virgin blest, 
Hath laid her Babe to rest, 

Time is our tedious song should here have ending: 
Heav'n's youngest-teemed star 
Hath iSx'd her polish'd car 

Her sleeping Lord with handmaid lamp attending; 
And all about the courtly stable 
Bri^t-hamest angels sit in order serviceable. 
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THE HOLY FAMILY. 



THOMAS DALI. 



Aud it came to pass, as the angels were gone away from tbem into beaTen, the i 
•aid one to another, "Let us now go even unto Bethlehem, and see this thing which is coms 
to pass, which the Lord hath made known unto us.** And they came with haste, aad ftnui 
Mary and JosejA and the babe lying in a manger.— Lukb ii. 15, 16 Becaaae there was bo 
room for them in the inn. — Lukb ii. 7. 



When from thy beaming throne, 

O High and Holy One! 
Thou cam'st to dwell with those of mortal birth ; 

No ray of living light 

flashed on th' astonished sight. 
To show the Xjodhead walked his subject earth : 

n. 

Thine was no awful form, 

Shrouded in mist and storm, 
Of Seraph, walking on the viewless wind ; 

Nor didst thou deign to wear 

The port, sublimely fair. 
Of Angel-heralds, sent to bless mankind 

3 * (29) 
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aO THE HOLY FAMILY. 

m. 

Made like the sons of clay, 

Thy matchless glories lay 
In form of feeble infency concealed ; 

No pomp of outward sign 

Proclaimed the Power Divine ; 
No earthly state the heavenly guest revealed. 

IV. 

Thou didst not choose thy home 

Beneath a lordly dome; 
No regal diadem wreathed thy baby brow. 

Nor on a soft couch laid, 

Nor in rich vest arrayed, 
But with the poorest of the poor wert Thou ! 

V. 

Yet she whose gentle breast 
Was Thy glad place of rest ; — 

In her the blood of royal David flowed f 
Men passed her dwelling by 
With proud and scornful eye ; 

But Angels knew and loved her mean abode. 

VI. 

There softer strains she heard 
Than song of evening bird, 
Or tuneftd minstrels in a queenly bower ; 
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THE HOLY FAMILY. SI 

And o'er her dwelling lone 
A brighter radiance shone 
Than ever glitter'd from a Monarch's tower. 

vn. 

For there the Mystic star 

That sages led from ^r. 
To pour theur treasures at her In&nt^s feet, 

Still shed its golden li^t; — 

There, through the calm, clear ni^t, 
Were heard Angelic Voices, strangely sweet* 

vra. 

O happiest thou of aU 

Who bare the deadly thrall 
Which, for one mother's crime, to all was given : — 

Her first of mortal birth 

Brought Death to reign on earth, 
But THINE brings Light and Life again firom heaven! 



IX. 



Happiest of Viigins thou, 

On whose imrufHed brow 
Blends maiden meekness with a mother's love! 

Blest in thy Heavenly Son, 

Blest in the Holy One, 
Whom man knows not below, though Angels hymn'd 
above ! 
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THE CIRCUMCISION. 

JOHN MILTON. 

And When eigbt dayi were accompliihed for the circumcision of the child, hii name waf 
called JesoSf which was so named of the angel before he was conceived. — Lukk ii. 31. 

Ye flaming Pow'rs, and winged Warriors bright, 
That erst with music, and triumphant song. 
First heard by happy watchful shepherds' ear. 
So sweetly sung your joy the clouds along 
Through the soft silence of the listening night ; 
Now mourn, and if sad share with us to bear 
Your fiery essence can distil no tear. 
Bum in your sighs, and borrow 
Seas wept firom our deep sorrow: 
He who with all heav'n's heraldry whilere 
Enter'd the world, now bleeds to give us ease ; 
Alas, how soon our sin 
Sore doth begin 

His infancy to seize! 
O more exceeding love, or law more just! 
Just law indeed, but more exceeding love! 
For we by rightful doom remediless 
Were lost in death, till He that dwelt above 
High throned in secret bliss, for us firail dust 
Emptied his glory, ev'n to nakedness; 
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And that great covenant which we still tranagreflB 

Entirely satisfied, 

And the foil wrath beside 

Of vengefal justice bore for our excess, 

And seals obedience first, with wounding smart, 

This day, but O ere long. 

Huge pangs and strong 

Will pierce more near his heart 
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THE OFFERING OF THE MAGI. 

MISS LANDOH. 

Behold! there come wise men from the East to Jerusalem, saying, '* Where is he that is 
born King of the Jews 1 for we have seen his star in the East, and are come to worship 
him.*' 

Far in the desert East it shone, 
A guiding-star, and only one; 
The other planets left the sky, 
Trembling, as if rebuked on high. 
The moon forsook her silvery height, 
Abash'd before that holier light: 
The storm-clouds that on ether lay 
Melted before its glorious ray; 
Till half the heaven shone pure and clear, 
Like some diviner atmosphere 
Than ours, where heavy vapours rise 
From the vile earth, to dim the skies; 
Meet herald of that promised day. 
When souls shall burst the bond of clay. 
And, purified fi'om earth-stains, come, 
Radiant to its eternal home. 
On roll'd the star, nor paused to shed 
Its glory o'er the mountain's head. 
Whereon the morning's sunshine fell. 
Where eve's last crimson loved to dwell; 
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The gilded roof, the stately fane, 

The garden, nor the corn-hid plain, 

The camp, where red watch-fires were keeping 

Guard o'er a thousand soldiers sleeping. 

But temple, palace, city past. 

That star paused in the sky at last 

It paused where, roused from slumbers mild, 

Lay 'mid the kine a new-bom child. 

Are there no clarions upon earth, 
To tell mankind their monarch's birth? 
Are there no banners to unfold, 
Heavy with purple and with gold? 
Are there no flowers to strew the grouna. 
Nor arches with the palm-branch bound ? 
Nor fires to kindle on the hill? 
No! man is mute — ^the world is still, 
ni would all earthly pomp agree 
With this hour's mild solemnity; 
The tidings which that infant brings, 
Are not for conquerors nor for kings ; 
Nor for the sceptre, nor the brand. 
For crowned head, nor red right hand. 
But to the contrite and the meek. 
The sinful, sorrowful, and weak : 
Or those who, with a hope sublime. 
Are waiting for the Lord's good time. 
Only for those the angels sing, 
"All glory to our new-bom King, 
And peace and good-will unto men, 
Hosanna to our Grod! Amen." 
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THE FLIGHT INTO EGYPT. 

THOMAS DALB. 

And wten they were departed, behold, the anfel of the Ixmi appeareth to Joseph in a 
dream, saying, •'Arise, and take the yoonf child and his mother, and flee into Egypt, and be 
thou there until I Ining thee word : for Herod will seek the young child to destroy him." 
When he arose, he took the young child and his mother by night, and departed into Egypt ; 
and was there until the death o^ Herod: that it miglit be ftilfllled which was spoken of the 
Lord by the prophet, saying,** Out of Egypt have 1 called my son.**— St. Matthew ii. :^, 12. 

I. 

'Tis noon — ^the sun is in the sky; 
And from his broad and burning ray 
To groves and glens the shepherds fly 
Where welcome shade excludes the day ; 
Or rest, where sparkling waters play 
Like fairy streams of liquid gold — 
Such as mysterious legends say, 
Around the Fire-King's palace rolled. 

n. 

Behold yon scattered group recline 
Beneath a tall oak's ample shade, 
A form of manly port benign. 
And one, who seems a loveliest maid, 
Save that within her arms is laid, 
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An Infant like his mother fair; 
Though never earthbom babe displayed 
Such beauties, as are blended there. 

in. 

No tints of healthfiil crimson glow 
In that fair In&nt's polished cheek; 
Paler his brow than mountain snow. 
His dove-like eyes serenely meek. 
No smiles around his lips bespeak 
The joy of heart to childhood given: 
But vain, O vain it were to seek 
For charms of earth in Child of Heaven! 



IV. 

For this is He, the Mystic Child! 
Yea, this the Virgin's promised Son ! 
Behold the mother undefiled! 
Behold her babe — the Holy One! 
And do they wander forth alone. 
By Israel slighted or forgot; 
And, when the Highest seeks "his own,'' 
Do even "his own" receive him not? 



Yes! — from a despot's fell decree, 
To seek a foreign home they fly; 
And, Egypt, once again in thee 
Shall dwell the Holy Family, 
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Where erst in bitter slavery 
Sad Israel mourned his joyless doom ; 
There shall he now his Li^t desciy; 
Thence shall his Grod, his Gloiy come ! 



VI. 

happy mother! — happiest far 
Of all who felt a mother's throes ! — 
What though no more the mystic star 
Above thy path through darkness glows, 
When gazing on the calm repose 
Of Him, thy cherished Babe divine ; 
The bliss earth's fondest mother knows, 
can it give a thought of thine ? 
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CHRIST EXPOUNDING THE LAW. 



THOMAS DALB. 

N&w ijis pnreate wont to Jentialein every year at the feast of the paesover. And when be 
*rai twelve yean old, ilioy wont up to Jerosalem, after the custom of the feast. And when 
HiflT bsd AaoiM th&iiay^. a§ tboy returned, the child Jesus tarried behind in Jerusalem; and 
Jmeiih KDd his lODtlicr ktiijw DOt of it. But they, suppojing him to have been in the com- 
paay, w«at m day's jK^uTii^y; an4 they sought him among their kinsfolk and acquaintance. 
And wh«n ihey foumi ^lim oot, they turned back again to Jerusalem, seeking him. And it 
easae tn pass, thai after liireo ^ays they found him in the temple, sitting in the midst of the 
doctom. both fieArinjt ihaEii. and asking them questions. And all that heard him were asto- 
Dif hed at hija iinderstaniliag had answers. And when they saw him they were amazed : and 
his m^ttKjr BAid untn bim, ''Bin, why hast thou thus dealt with us? behold, thy fiuher and I 
havKi piught thee tidfrowiiig." And he said unto them, ** How is it that ye sought me ? wist 
not that J cnust be al»u£ my Father's business r* —Lukb ii. 41—49. 



The Voice of God was mighty, when it brake 
Through the deep stiUness of chaotic night. 
Uttering the potent words, " Let there be light ! " 
And light Wits kindled as th' Eternal spake ; 
While Hosts Seraphic hymned the wondrous plan 
Which formed Heaven, Earth, Sun, Sea, and crowned the 
work with Man. 

n. 

The Voice of God was mi^ty, when it came 
From Sinai's summit wrapped in midnight gloom ; 
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When ceaseless thunders told the sinner's doom, 

And answering lightnings flashed devouring flame ; 

Tin prostrate Israel breathed th' imploring cry, 

" Veil, Lord, thy terrors ; cease thy thunders, or we die ! " 

m. 

The Voice of God was mi^ty, when alone 
Elijah stood on Horeb, and the blast 
Rent the huge mountains as Jehovah passed, 
And the Earth quaked beneath the Holy One ; 
When ceased the storm, the blast, the lightning glare — 
And but the " still small voice " was heard — yet GrOD was 
there. 

IV. 

Yet not alone in thunder or in storm 
, The Voice of Grod was mighty, as it came 
From the red mountain, or the car of flame : — 
When stooped the Grodhead to a mortal form ; 
When Jesus came to work his Father's will, 
His was the voice of Grod — and it was mighty still. 



He chid the billows — and the heaving sea 

Lay hushed, — the warring winds obeyed his word, — 

The conscious demons knew and owned theur liord. 

And at his bidding set the captive free. — 

But is not Hatred strong as wave or wind. 

And are the Hosts of Hell more stubborn than mankind } 
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VI. 

These, too, he vanquished. When the Holy Law 
From his pure lips like mountain honey flowed : 
Still, as he spake, the haughty heart was bowed. 
Passion was calmed, and Malice crouched in awe — 
The Scribe, perversely blind, began to see. 
And mute conviction held the humbled Pharisee. 

vn. 

"Man never spake like this man," was their ciy, — 
And yet he spake, and yet they heard in vain: 
E'en as their Sires to idols turned again 
When Sinai's thunders shook no more the sky — 
So these went back to bend at Mammon's shrine. 
And heard that Voice no more, yet felt it was Divine! 
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THE BAPTISM OF CHRIST. 

M. P. WILLIS. 

And it came to pass in those days, when all the people were baptized, that Jeeiui came 
from Nazareth, of Galilee, to Jordan, onto John, to be baptized of him. Bat John forbade 
him, saying, ** I have need to be baptized of thee, and comeet thou to me ? ** And Jesus an- 
swering, said unto him, "Suffer it to be so now ; for thus it becometh us to flililll all righteous- 
ness.** Then he suffered him : and be was baptized of John in Jordan. And Jesus, when be 
was baptized, went up straightway out of the water; and praying, lo I he saw the beavens 
opened unto him, and he saw the Spirit of God descending like a dove, in a bodily shape like 
a dove, and lighting upon him : and lo I there came a voice from heaven saying, *' Thou art 
my beloved son, in whom I am well pleased.**— Matthew iiL 13 et seq. ; BIakk i. 9, 11 ; Lokb 
iiL 81—33. 

It was a green spot in the wilderness, 
TouchM by the river Jordan. The dark pine 
Never had dropp'd its tassels on the moss 
Tufting the leaning bank, nor on the grass 
Of the broad circle, stretching evenly 
To the straight larches, had a heavier foot 
Than the wild heron's trodden. Softly in 
Through a long aisle of willows, dim and cool. 
Stole the clear waters with their muffled feet, 
And, hushing as they spread into the light, 
Circled the edges of the pebbled tank 
Slowly, then rippled through the woods away. 
Hither had come th' Apostle of the wild, 
Winding the river's course. 'Twas near the flush 
Of eve, and, with a multitude around. 
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Who from the cities had come out to hear, 
He stood breast-hi^ amid the nmning stream, 
Baptizing as the Spirit gave him power. 
His simple raiment was of camel's hair, 
A leathern girdle close about his loins, 
His beard unshorn, and for his daily meat 
The locust and wild honey of the wood — 
But like the face of Moses on the mount 
Shone his rapt countenance, and in his eye 
Bum'd the mild fire of love — and as he spoke 
The ear lean'd to him, and persuasion swift 
To the chain'd spirit of the listener stole. 

Silent upon the green and sloping bank 
The people sat, and while the leaves were shook 
With the birds dropping early to their nests. 
And the gray eve came on, within their hearts 
They mused if he were Christ. The rippling stream 
Still turned its silver courses from his breast. 
As he divined their thought. "I but baptize,'* 
He said, "with water; but there cometh One, 
The latchet of whose shoes I may not dare 
E'en to unloose. He will baptize with fire 
And vrith the Holy Ghost" And lo! while yet 
The words were on his lips, he raised his eyes 
And on the bank stood Jesus. He had laid 
His raiment off, and with his loins alone 
Girt with a mantle, and his perfect limbs, 
In their angelic slightness, meek and bare, 
He waited to go in. But John forbade. 
And hurried to his feet and stay'd him there, 
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And said, "Nay, Master! I have need of tJdne^ 

Not thou of mine ! " And Jesus, mth a smile 

Of heavenly sadness, met his earnest looks, 

And answerM, "Suffer it to be so now; 

For thus it doth become me to fulfil 

All ri^teousness." And, leaning to the stream, 

He took around him the Apostle's arm. 

And drew him gently to the midst The wood 

Was thick with the dim twilight as they came 

Up from the water. With his clasped hands 

Laid on his breast, th' Apostle silently 

Followed his Master's steps — when lo! a li^t, 

Bright as the tenfold glory of the sun. 

Yet lambent as the softly burning stars, 

Enveloped them, and from the heavens away 

Parted the dim blue ether like a veil; 

And as a voice, fearfril exceedingly. 

Broke from the midst, "Tms is my much-loved Son, 

In whom I AM WELL PLEASED," a suow-white dove, 

Floating upon its wings, descended through ; 

And shedding a swift music from its plumes, 

Circled, and flutter'd to the Saviour's breast 
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Then was Jesus led up of the spirit into the wilderness, to be tempted of the deviL And 
when he had fasted forty days and forty nights, be was afterward an hungered. And when 
the tempter came to him, he said, " If thou be the Son of God, command that these stones be 
made bread." But he answered and said, ** It is written, Man shall not live by bread alone, 
but by every word that proceedeth out of the mouth of God.** Then the devil taketh him up 
into the holy city, and setteth him on a pinnacle of the temple, and saith unto him, ** If thou 
be the Son of God, cast thyself down : for it is written. He shall give his angels charge con- 
cerning thee: and in their hands they shall bear thee up, lest at any time thou dash thy foot 
against a stone.** Jesus said unto him, ** It is written again, Thou shalt not tempt the Ixurd 
thy God.'* Again the devil taketh him up into an exceeding high mountain, and showetk 
him all the kingdoms of the world, and the glory of them ; and saith unto him, "All these 
will I give thee, if thou wilt fall down and worship me.** Then saith Jesus unto him, **Get 
thee bence, Satan : for it is written. Thou shalt worship the Lord thy God, and him only 
■bait thou serve.** Then the devil leavethhim, and behold, angels came and ministered unto 
bitn.— St. Matthew iv. 1»-11. 

So Satan fell; and straight a fiery globe 
Of angels on full sail of wing flew nigh, 
Who on their plumy vans receivM him sofl; 
From his uneasy station, and upbore 
As on a floating couch through the blithe air, 
Then in a flow'ry valley set him down 
On a green bank, and set before him spread ' 
A table of celestial food divine, 
Ambrosial jfruits fetch'd firom the tree of life. 
And from the fount of life ambrosial drink. 
That soon refireshed him wearied, and repair'd 
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What hunger, if au^t hunger had impair'd, 
Or thirst ; and as he fed, angelic quires 
Sung heav'nly anthems of his victory 
Over temptation, and the Tempter proud. 

True image of the Father, whether thron'd 
In the bosom of bliss, and light of light 
Conceiving, or remote from Heaven, inshrined 
In fleshy tabernacle, and human form, 
Wand'ring the wildemejss, whatever place, 
Habit, or state, or motion still expressing 
The Son of God, with Godlike force endued. 
Against th' attempter of thy Father's throne. 
And thief of Paradise ; him long of old 
Thou didst debel, and down from Heaven cast 
With all his army, now thou hast aveng'd 
Supplanted Adam, and by vanquishing 
Temptation, hast regained lost Paradise, 
And frustrated the conquest fraudulent: 
He never more henceforth will dare set foot 
In Paradise to tempt! his snares are broke: 
For though that seat of earthly bliss be failM, 
A fairer Paradise is founded now 
For Adam and his chosen sons, whom thou 
A Saviour hast come down to re-instal 
Where they shall dwell secure, when time shall be. 
Of Tempter, and temptation without fear. 
But thou, infernal serpent, shalt not long 
Rule in the clouds ; like an autumnal star 
Or lightening thou shalt fall from Heaven, trod down 
Under his feet, for proof, ere this thou feePst 
Thy wound, yet not thy last and deadUest wound, 
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By this repulse received, and hold'st in Hell 
No triumph; in all her gates Abaddon rues 
Thy bold attempt; hereafter leam with awe 
To dread the Son of Grod, he all unarmed 
Shall chase thee with the terror of his voice 
From thy demoniac holds, possession foul, 
Thee and thy legions; yelling they shall fly, 
And beg to hide them in a herd of swine, 
Lest he command them down into the deep 
Bound, and to torment sent before their time. 
Hail, Son of the Most High, Heir of both worlds, 
Queller of Satan, on thy glorious woik 
Now enter, and begin to save mankind. 
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THE MARRIAGE OF CANA. 



S. a, BULFINCH. 

There was a marriage in Cana of Galilee ; and the mother of Jenu waa there. And both 
lane was called, and his disciples, to the marriage. - Jobh ii. 1, 2. 



I. 

They stand amid their earnest friends, joyful yet awed and 

still, 
As priestly hands the rite of old by Grod ordained fulfil ; 
The few and simple words they breathe, though scarce they 

meet the ear, 
Pledge heart to heart, and life to life, through many a coming 

year. 

n. 

As meet their hands with tender grasp, each heart renounces 

there 
Whatever thought of earthly bliss the other may not share. 
Henceforth together do they pass, in joy and sorrow one. 
Nor that mysterious union ends, till life itself be done. 

in. 

And now with blushes and with smiles, the young bride 

meets her friends; 
With voice of trembling earnestness, a father o'er her bends, 
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A sister's tear is on her cheek, a mother's heart o'erflows, 
As hope and fear their visions to her anxious eyes disclose. 

IV. 

That trusting one, whose deepest love is yielded to his claim, 
Who now, by smiling friends addressed, first hears her 

matron name ! 
To her he vows himself anew, before that secret shrine 
Where Conscience to the heart reveals the majesty divine. 



Blest Saviour ! though no bridal wreath entwined thy awful 

brow, 
Not void of sympathy for aught of blameless joy wast thou, 
And walking in thy Gospel's light, thy true disciples prove 
The purity of wedded bliss, the holiness of love. 
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CHRIST BY THE WELL OP SYCHAR. 

eSOKOB W. BSTHUHX, D.D. 

Tlien Cometh be to a city of Samaria, whidi it called ^ycbar, near to tlie parcel of groond 
that Jacob ^ve to hit son Joseph. Now Jacob's well waa there. Jeeae, therefore, being 
wearied with his Journey, sat thus on the well : and it was about the sixth hour. There 
cometh a woman of Samaria to draw water. Jesus saith unto her, " Give me to drink. **— 
Jon iT. 5-7. 

I. 

Upon the well by Sychar's gate, 
At burning noon, the Saviour sate, 
Athirst and hungry from the way 
His feet had trod since early day. 
The twelve had gone to seek for food, 
And left him in his solitude. 

II. 

They come — and spread before him tiiere, 
With faithful haste, the pilgrim fere. 
And gently bid him, "Master, eat!" 
But Grod had sent him better meat. 
And there is on his lowly brow 
Nor weariness nor faintness now; 
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CHRIST BY THE WELL OF SYCHAR. 51 



in. 

For while they sought the market-place, 
His words had won a soul to grace, 
And when he set that sinner free 
From bonds of guilt and infamy, 
His heart grew strong with joy divine, 
More than the strength of bread and wine. 

IV, 

So, Christian, when thy faith grows faint 
Amidst the toils that throng the saint. 
Ask God, that thou mayst peace impart 
Unto some other human heart; 
And thou thy Master's joy shall share. 
E'en while his cross thy shoulders bear. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE LEPER. 



M. P. WILLIS. 



And it came to paM, when be was in a certain city, behold, a man fliU of leproey ; who nee- 
ing Jeiufl, fisll on his fkce, and beaooght him, saying, •* Lord, if thou wilt, thou canst malce me 
dean.** And be put forth his band, and touched him, saying, ** I will ; be thou clean.** And 
immediately the leprosy departed from him.— Lukk y. 13, 13. 

" Room for the leper ! Room ! " And as he came, 
The cry pass'd on — " Room for the leper ! Room ! " 
Sunrise was slanting on the city gates, 
Rosy and beautiful, and from the hills 
The early risen poor were coming in, 
Duly and cheerfully to their toil, and up 
Rose the sharp hammer's clink, and the far hum 
Of moving wheels, and multitudes astir. 
And all that in a city murmur swells — 
Unheard but by the watcher's weary ear. 
Aching with ni^t's dull silence, or the sick 
Hailing the welcome light and sounds that chase 
The deathlike images of the dark away. 
" Room for the leper ! " And aside they stood — 
Matron, and child, and pitiless manhood — all 
Who met him on his way — and let him pass. 
And onward through the open gate he came, 
A leper with the ai^es on his brow, 
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Sackcloth about his loins, and on his lip 
A covering, stepping painfully and slow, 
And with a difficult utterance like one 
Whose heart is with an iron nerve put down, 
Crying, "Unclean! Unclean!^' 

'Twas now the first 
Of the Judean autumn, and the leaves. 
Whose shadows lay so still upon his path. 
Had put their beauty forth beneath the eye 
Of Judah's loftiest noble. He was young, 
And eminently beautifiil, and life 
Mantled in eloquent fulness on his lip. 
And sparkled in his glance; and in his mien 
There was a gracious pride that every eye 
Followed with benisons — and this was he! 
With the soft airs of summer there had come 
A torpor on his firame, which not the speed 
Of his best barb, nor music, nor the blast 
Of the bold huntsman's horn, nor aught that stirs 
The spirit to its bent, might drive away. 
The blood beat not as wont within his veins; 
Dimness crept o'er his eye; a drowsy sloth 
Fetter'd his limbs like palsy, and his mien, 
With all its loftiness, seem'd struck with eld. 
Even his voice was changed — a languid moan 
Taking the place of the clear silver key ; 
And brain and sense grew faint, as if the light 
And very air were steep'd in sluggishness. 
He strove with it awhile, as manhood will, 
Ever too proud for weakness, till the rein 
Slacken'd within his grasp, and in its poise 

5* 



Digitized by 



Google 



54 THE LEPER. 

The arrowy jereed like an aspen shook. 

Day after day, he lay as if in sleep, 

His skin grew dry and bloodless, and white scales, 

Circled with livid purple, covered him. 

And then his nails grew black, and fell away 

From the dull flesh about them, and the hues 

Deepen'xl beneath the hard unmoisten'd scales. 

And from their edges grew the rank white hair, 

— ^And Helon was a leper! 

Day was breaking. 
When at the altar of the temple stood 
The holy priest of Grod. The incense lamp 
Bum'd with a struggling light, and a low chant 
SwellM through the hollow arches of the roof 
Like an articulate wail, and there, alone 
Wasted to ghastly thinness, Helon knelt. 
The echoes of the melancholy strain 
Died in the distant aisles, and he rose up. 
Struggling with weakness, and bowM down his head 
Unto the sprinkled ashes, and put off 
His costly raiment for the leper's garb, 
And with the sackcloth round him, and his lip 
Hid in a loathsome covering, stood still, 
Waiting to hear his doom: — 

Depart! depart, O child 
Of Israel, from the temple of thy Grod! 
For He has smote thee with his chastening rod; 

And to the desert wild. 
From all thou lov'st, away thy feet must flee, 
That from thy plague His people may be free. 
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Depart! and come not near 
The busy mart, the crowded city, more; 
Nor set thy foot a human threshold o'er; 

And stay thou not to hear 
Voices that call thee in the way; and fly 
From all who in the wilderness pass by. 

Wet not thy burning lip 
In streams that to a human dwelling glide ; 
Nor rest thee where the covert fountains hide ; 

Nor kneel thee down to dip 
The water where the pilgrim bends to drink, 
By desert well or river's grassy brink; 

And pass thou not between 
The weary traveller and the cooling breeze; 
And lie not down to sleep beneath the trees 

Where human tracks are seen; 
Nor milk the goat that browseth on the plain. 
Nor pluck the standing com, or yellow grain. 

And now depart! and when 
Thy heart is heavy, and thine eyes are dim. 
Lift up thy prayer beseechingly to Him 

Who, fix)m the tribes of men, 
Selected thee to feel his chastening rod. 
D^art! O leper! and forget not God! 

And he went forth — alone! not one of all 
The many whom he loved, nor she whose name 
Was woven in the fibres of the heart 
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'. Breaking within him now, to come and speak 
Comfort unto him. Yea — he went his way, 
Sick, and heart-broken, and alone — to die ! 
For God hfid cursed the leper ! 

It was noon. 
And Helon knelt beside a stagnant pool 
In the lome wilderness, and bathed his brow. 
Hot with the burning leprosy, and touchM 
The loathsome water to his feverM lips. 
Praying that he might be so blest — to die ! 
Footsteps approached, and, with no strength to flee, 
He drew the covering closer on his lip. 
Crying, "Unclean ! unclean ! " and in the folds 
Of the coarse sackloth shrouding up his face, 
He fell upon the earth till they should pass. 
Nearer the Stranger came, and bending o'er 
The leper's prostrate form, pronounced his name — 
"Helon ! " The voice was like the master-tone 
Of a rich instrument — most strangely sweet ; 
And the dull pulses of disease awoke. 
And for a moment beat beneath the hot 
And leprous scales with a restoring thrill. 
"Helon ! arise ! " and he forgot his curse. 
And rose and stood before Him. 

Love and awe 
Mingled in the regard of Helon 's eye. 
As he beheld the stranger. He was not 
In costly raiment clad, nor on his brow 
The symbol of a princely lineage wore ; 
No followers at His back, nor in His hand 
Buckler, or sword, or spear, — ^yet in His mien 
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Command sat throned serene, and if He smiled, 

A kingly condescension graced His lips, 

The lion would have crouched to in his lair. 

His garb was simple, and His sandals worn ; 

His stature modeU'd with a per&ct grace; 

His countenance the impress of a God, 

TouchM with the opening innocence of a child ; 

His eye was blue and calm, as is the sky 

In the serenest noon ; His hair unshorn 

Fell to His shoulders; and His ciurling b^ard 

The fullness of perfected manhood bore. 

He look'd on Helon earnestly awhile. 

As if His heart were moved, and, stooping' down, 

He took a little water in His hand 

And laid it on his brow, and said, " Be clean !" 

And lo ! the scales fell from him, and his blood 

Coiirsed with delicious coolness through his veins. 

And his dry palms grew moist, and on his brow 

The dewy softness of an infant's stole. 

His leprosy was cleansed, and he fell down 

Prostrate at Jesus' feet and worshipp'd him. 
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When Jesus heard it, he marvelled, and said to them that followed, **VeriIy I say unto you, 
I have not fbond so great fUth, no not in Israel.** — St. MATrasw viii. 10. 

I- 

I mark'd a rainbow in the north, 

What time the wild autumnal sim 
From his dark veil at noon look'd forth, 

As glorying in his course half done, 
Flinging soft radiance far and wide 
Over the dusky heaven and bleak hill-side. 

n. 

It was a gleam to Memory dear. 

And as I walk and muse apart. 
When all seems faithless round and drear, 

I would revive it in my heart. 
And watch how light can find its way 
To r^ons farthest firom the fount of day. 

(58) 
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m. 

Idg^t flashes m the gloomiest sky 

And music in the dullest plain, 
For there the lark is soaring hig^ 

Over her flat and leafless reign, 
And chanting in so blithe a tone, 
It £liames the weaiy heart to feel itself alone. 

IV. 

Brighter than rainbow in the north, 

More cheery than the matin lark. 
Is the sofl; gleam of Christian worth, 

Which on some holy house we maik, 
Dear to the pastor's aching heart 
To think, where'er he looks, such gleam may have a part; 



May dwell unseen by all but Heaven, 
Like diamond 'blazing in the mine; 

For ever, where such grace is given. 
It fears in open day to shine, 

Leist the deep stain it owns within 
Break out, and Faith be shamed by the believer's sin. 

VI. 

In silence and afar they wait, 
To find a prayer their Lord may hear: 
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Voice of the poor and desolate, 

You best may bring it to his ear. 
Your grateful intercessions rise 
With more than royal pomp, and pierce the sides. 

vn. 

Happy the soid, whose precious cause 
You in the sovereign Presence plead — 

" This is the lover of thy laws, 

The friend of thine in fear and need '* — 

For to the poor thy mercy lends 
That solemn style, " thy nation and thy friends.*' 

vra. 

He is too blest, whose outward eye 
The graceful lines of art may trace, 

While his free spirit, soaring high, 
Discerns the glorious from the base; 

Till out of dust his magic raise 
A home for prayer and love, and full harmonious praise. 

IX. 

Where far away and high above. 
In maze on maze the tranced si^t 

Strays, mindful of that heavenly love 

Which knows no end in depth or height. 

While the strong breath of Music seems 
To waft us ever on, soaring in blissful dreams. 
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X. 

What thou^ in poor and humble guise 
Thou here didst sojourn, cottage-bom? 

Yet from thy glory in the skies 
Our earthly gold Thou dost not scorn, 

For Love delights to bring her best, 
And where Love is, that offering evermore is blest 

XI. 

Love on the Saviour's dying head 

Her spikenard drops unblamed may pour, 

May mount his Cross, and wrap him, dead, 
In spices from the golden shore; 

Risen, may embalm his sacred name 
With all a Painter's art, and all a Minstrel's flame. 

xn. 

Worthless and lost our offerings seem, 

Drops in the ocean of his praise ; 
But Mercy with her genial beam 

Is ripening them to pearly blaze, 
To sparkle in His crown above. 
Who welcomes here a child's as there an angel's love 
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THE WIDOW OP NAIN. 

n. F. WILLIS. 

And it came to pass, the day after, that be went into a city called Nain ; and many of liis 
diflciples went with htm, and much people. Now, when he came nigh to the gate of the city» 
behold, there waa a dead man carried out, the only son of hit mother, and she was a widow ; 
and much people of the city was with her. And when the Lord saw her, he had compassion 
on her, and said unto her, *'Weep not.** And he came and touched the bier : and they that 
bare him stood still. And he said, '^Young man, I say unto thee, Arise.** And he that was 
dead sat up, and began to speak. And he delivered him to bis mother.— Luxb vii. 11—15. 

The Roman sentinel stood helm'd and tall 
Beside the gate of Nain. The busy tread 
Of comers to the city mart was done, 
For it was almost noon, and a dead heat 
Quiver'd upon the fine and sleeping dust. 
And the cold snake crept panting fi-om the wall, 
And bask'd his scaly circles in the sun. 
Upon his spear the soldier lean'd, and kept 
His idle watch, and, as his drowsy dream 
Was broken by the solitary foot 
Of some poor mendicant, he raised his head 
To curse him for a tributary Jew, 
And slumberously dozed on. 

'Twas now high noon. 
The dull, low murmur of a funeral 
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Went through the city — the sad sound of feet 
Unmix'd with voices — and the sentinel 
Shook off his slumber, and gazed earnestly 
Up the wide streets along whose paved way 
The silent throng crept slowly. They came on, 
Bearing a body heavily on its bier, 
And by the crowd that in the burning sun, 
Walk'd with forgetfiil sadness, 'twas of one 
Moum'd with uncommon sorrow. The broad gate 
Swung on its hinges, and the Roman bent 
His spear-point downwards as the bearers passM, 
Bending beneath their burden. There was one — 
Only one mourner. Close behind the bier, 
Crumpling the pall up in her wither'd hands, 
FoUowM an aged woman. Her short steps 
Falter'd with weakness, and a broken moan 
Fell from her lips, thickened convulsively 
As her heart bled afresh. The pitying crowd 
Followed apart, but no one spoke to her. 
She had no kinsmen. She had lived alone — 
A widow with one son. He was |^er all — 
The only tie she had in the wide world — 
And he was dead. They could not comfort her. 

Jesus drew near to Nain as from the gate 
The frmeral came forth. His lips were pale 
With the noon's sultry heat. The beaded sweat 
Stood thickly on his brow, and on the worn 
And simple latchets of his sandals lay, 
Thick, the white dust of travel. He had come 
Since sunrise from Capernaum, staying not 
To wet his lips by green Bethsaida's pool, 
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Nor wash his feet in Kishon's silver springs, 
Nor turn him southward upon Tabor's side 
To catch Gilboa^s light and spicy breeze 
Grenesareth stood cool upon the east, 
Fast by the Sea of Galilee, and there 
The weary traveUer might bide tiU eve; 
And on the alders of Bethulia's plains 
The grapes of Palestine hung ripe and wild ; 
Yet tumM he not aside, but, gazing on. 
From every swelling mount he saw afar, 
Amid the hills, the humble spires of Nain, 
The place of his next errand ; and the path 
TouchM not Bethulia, and a league away 
Upon the east lay pleasant Galilee. 

Forth from the city gate the pitying crowd 
FollowM the stricken mourner. They came near 
The place of burial, and, with straining hands. 
Closer upon her breast she clasp'd the pall. 
And with a gasping sob, quick as a child's. 
And an inquiring wildness flashing through 
The thin gray lashes of her fever'd eyes, 
She came where Jesus stood beside the way. 
He look'd upon her, and his heart was moved. 
" Weep not ! " he said ; and as they stay'd the bier, 
And at his bidding laid it at his feet, 
He gently drew the pall from out her grasp, 
And laid it back in silence from the dead. 
With troubled wonder the mute throng drew near, 
And gazed on his calm looks. A minute's space 
He stood and pray'd. Then taking the cold hand. 
He said, "Arise!" And instantly the br§a§t 
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Heaved in its cerements, and a sudden flush 
Ran through the lines of the divided Ups, 
And ^vith a murmur of his mother's name, 
He trembled and sat upright in his shroud. 
And, while the mourner hung upon his neck, 
Jesus went calmly on his way to Nain. 
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And John calling nnto him two of hit diwiples, sent them to Jesui, saying, **Art thou he 
that shoold come 7 or loolc we for another 7 And when the mcMengera of John were depart- 
ed, he began to spealc unto the people concerning John, "What went ye oat Into the wilder- 
sen for to see? "— Lmu Wi. 19, 94. 



What went ye out to see 

O'er the rude sandy lea, 
Where stately Jordan flows by many a palm, 

Or where (Jennesaret's ware 

Delists the flowers to lave, 
That o'er her western slope breathe airs of balm ? 

n. 

All throu^ the summer night, 

Those blossoms red and bright* 
Spread their soft breasts, unheeding, to the breeze. 

Like hermits watching still 

Around the sacred hill. 
Where erst our Saviour watched upon his knees, 

• Rhododendroni : with which the weetem bank of the lake is said to be clothed down to 
the water's edge. 
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in. 



The Paschal moon above 

Seems like a saint to rove, 
Left shining in the world with Christ alone : 

Below, the lake's still face 

Sleeps sweetly in the embrace 
Of momitains terraced high with mossy stone. 

IV. 

Here may we sit and dream 

Over the heavenly theme, 
Till to our soul the former days return ; 

Till on the grassy bed,* 

Where thousands once He fed, 
The world's incarnate Maker we discern. 



O cross no more the main. 

Wandering so wild and vain, 
To count the reeds that tremble in the wind. 

On listless dalliance bound. 

Like children gazing round, 
Who on God's works no seal of Godhead find : 

VI. 

Bask not in courtly bower, 
Or sunbright hall of power, 

* ** Now there wu much grass in this plaee.***BT. Joui vi, 10 
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Pass Babel quick, and seek the holy land; 

From robes of Tynan dye 

Turn with undazzled eye 
To Bethlehem's glade, or Carmel's haunted strand. 

vn. 

Or choose thee out a cell 

In Kedron's storied deU, 
Beside the springs of Love, that never die ; 

Among the olives kneel 

The chill ni^t-blast to feel, 
And watch the moon that saw thy Master's agony.* 

vra. 

Then rise at dawn of day, 

And wind thy thoughtful way, 
Where rested once the Temple's stately shade. 

With due feet tracing round 

The city's northern bound. 
To th' other holy garden, where the Lord was laid.t 

IX. 

Who thus alternate see 
His death and victory, 
Rising and falling as on angel wings. 



* Tbe pawoTer, when our Saviour suffersd, was always at Uie flill moon. 

fit if worthy of notice, that gardens have been the scenes of the three most stupendous 
events that have occurred on earth— the temptation and fidl of man, the agony of the Son of 
God, and his resurrection from the grave. 
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They, whUe they seem to roam, 
Draw daily nearer home, 
Their heart untravell'd still adores the IQng of kings. 



Or, if at home they stay. 

Yet are they, day by day. 
In spirit journeying through the glorious land, 

Not for light Fancy's reed, 

Nor Honour^s purple meed, 
Nor gifted Prophet^s lore, nor Science' wondrous wand. 

XI. 

But more than Prophet, more 

Than Angels can adore 
With face unveilM, is He they go to seek. 

Blessed be God, whose grace 

Shows him in every place 
To homeliest hearts of pilgrims pure and meek. 
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MISS LAKBON. 

And, beliold, a woman in the city, which was a sinner, when she knew that Jesos sat at 
meat in the Pharisee^s bouse, brought an alabaster-box of ointment, and stood at his feet be- 
hind him weeping, and began to wash his feet with tears, and did wipe them with the liaini 
of her head, and Idssed his feet, and anointed them with the ointment. And he said to the 
woman, ** Thy fkith hath saved thee ; go in peace/*— Lukb vii. 37, 38, 50. 



The plaining murmur of the midnight wind, 
Like mournful music is upon the air: 
So sad, so sweet, that the eyes fill'd with tears. 
Without a cause — ah! no, the heart is heap'd 
So full with perish'd pleasures, vain regrets, 
That nature cannot sound one grieving note 
Upon her forest lyre, but still it finds 
Mute echo in the sorrowing human heart. 
Now the wind wails among the yellow leaves, 
About to fall, over the faded flowers, 
Over all summer's lovely memories, 
About to die; the year has yet in store 
A few dim hours, but they are dark and cold ; 
Sunshine, green leaves, glad flowers, they all are gone ; 
And it has only lefl: the worn-out soil, 

(70) 
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The leafless bou^, and the o'er-clouded sky. 
And shall humanity not S3rmpathize 
With desolation which is like its own? 
So do our early dreams fade unfiilfill'd; 
So does our hope turn into memory — 
The one so glad — the other such despair, 
(For who can find a comfort in the past?) 
So do our feelings harden, or decay, 
Encrusting with hard selfishness too late, 
Or bearing that deep woimd, whereof we die. 

Where are the buoyant spirits of our youth ? 
Where are the dancing steps, that but kept time 
To our own inward gladness — where the light 
That flush'd the cheek into one joyous rose: 
That lit the lips, and fill'd the eyes with smiles ? — 
Gone, gone as utterly, as singing birds, 
And opening flowers, and honey-laden bees. 
And shining leaves, are firom yon forest gone. 
I know this firom myself — the words I speak 
Were written first with tears on mine own heart; 
And yet, albeit, it was a lovely time ! 
Who would recall their youth, and be again 
The dreaming — the believing — the betray'd? 
The feverishnessof hope, the agony, 
As every disappointment taught a truth — 
For still is knowledge bought by wretchedness — 
Who could find energy to bear again? 
Ye clear bright stars, that firom the face of heaven 
Shine out in tranquil loveliness, how oft 
Have ye been witness to my passionate tears! 
Although beloved, and beautifiil, and young ; 
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Yet happiness was not with my unrest 

For I had pleasure, not content ; each wish 

SeemM granted, only to be weariness. 

No hope fulfilPd its promise ; and no dream 

Was ever worth its waking bitterness. 

Then there was love, that crowding into one 

All vanity, all sorrow, all remorse : 

Till we loathe life, glad, beauteous, hoping life. 

And would be fain to lay our burden down. 

Although we might but lay it in the grave, 

All natural terror lost in hope of peace. 

God of those stars, to which I once appeal'd 

In a vain fantasy of sympathy, 

How wretched I have been in my few years! 

How have I wept throughout the sleepless nights, 

Then sank in heavy slumber, misery still 

Haunting its visions: morning's cold gray light 

Waked me reluctant, for though sleep had been 

Anguish, yet I could say it was but sleep. 

And then day came, with all those vanities 

With which our nature mocks its wretchedness. 

The toilsome pleasures, and the dull pursuits ; 

Efforts to fly ourselves, and made in vain. 

Too soon I learnt the secret of our life. 

That " vanity of vanities " is writ 

Deep in the hidden soul of human things ; 

And then I sank into despondency. 

And lived from habit, not from hope ; and fear 

Stood between me and death, and only fear ; 

I was a castaway : for, like the fool, 

Within my soul I said there is no Grod. 
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But then a mighty and a glorious voice 
Was speaking on the earth — thus said the Lord, 
"Now come to me, ye that are heavy laden, 
And I will give you rest'* — and, lo, I came 
Sorrowing, — and the broken contrite heart. 
Lord, thou didst not despise. Now let me weep 
Tears, and my dying Saviour's precious blood 
Will wash away my sin. Now let me pray 
In thankfulness that time is given for prayer; 
In hope that, offer'd in my Saviour's name, 
I may find favour in the sight of God. 
Where is my former weariness of life ? 
Where is my former terror of the grave ? 
Out of my penitence there has grown hope ; 
I trust, and raise my suppliant eyes to heaven; 
And, when my soul desponds, I meekly say, 
"I know that my Redeemer liveth." 
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MKS. HIMAN8. 

Now it cmme to pats on a certain day, that be went into a aliip with hia diaeiplea ; and ha 
■aid unto them, •• Let oa go over onto the other aide of the lalce.** And they launched Ibrth. 
Bot aa they tailed lie fell aaleep: and there came down a atom of wind on the lalw; and 
they were filled with water, and were in Jeopardy. And they came to him, and awoke him, 
aaying , ** Maater, Matter, we periah.*' Then he aroae, and rebuked the wind, and the raging 
of the water: and they ceaaed, and there was a catan. And be aaid unto them, ** Where ia 
your foith? '* And they being afraid, wondered, aaying one to another, ** What manner of 
man ia tUaf for he commandeth even the winda and water, and they obey him.*'— Lokm viii. 



I. 

Fear was within the tossing baik, 
When stormy winds gi-ew loud; 

And waves came rolling high and dark, 
And the tall mast was bowed: 

n. 

And men stood breathless in their dread, 

And baflSed in their skill — 
But One was there, who rose and said 

To the wild sea, "Be still!" 

a4) 
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in. 

And the wind ceased — it ceased! — that word 

Passed throu^ the gloomy sky; 
The troubled billows knew their Lord, 

And sank beneath his eye. 

IV. 

And slumber settled on the deep, 

And silence on the blast, 
As when the righteous {aiSs asleep, 

When death's fierce throes are past. 



Thou that didst rule the angry hour. 
And tame the tempest's mood, 

Oh! send thy Spirit forth in power. 
O'er our dark souls to brood! 

VI. 

Thou that didst bow the billows' pride, 

Thy mandates to fulfil, 
Speak, speak, to passion's raging tide. 

Speak and say — "Peace^ be still!" 
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THE HEALING OF THE DAUGHTER OF JAIRUS. 

N. P. WILLIS. 

Bebold, there came a certain mler, and worshipped him, laying, *• My daughter is even now 
dead : bat come and lay thy hand upon her, and she shall live.** And Jesus arose and fol- 
lowed him, and so did his disciples. And when Jesus came into the ruler's house, and saw 
the minstrels and the people making a noise, he said unto them, **Give place ; for the maid is 
not dead, but sleepeth.** And they laughed him to scorn. But when the people were put 
forth he went in, and took her by the hand, and the maid arose. And the fkme hereof went 
atooad into aU that land.— St. Matthcw ix. 18, 19, 23-96. 

Freshly the cool breath of the coming eve 
Stole through the lattice, and the dying girl 
Felt it upon her forehead. She had lain 
Since the hot noontide in a breathless trance — 
Her thin pale fingers clasp'd within the hand 
Of the heart-broken Ruler, and her breast, 
Like the dead marble, white and motionless. 
The shadow of a leaf lay on her lips, 
And, as it stirr'd with the awakening wind. 
The dark lids lifted fi:om her languid eyes. 
And her slight fingers moved, and heavily 
She tumM upon her pillow. He was there — 
The same loved, tireless watcher, and she look'd 
Into his &ce until her sight grew dim 
With the &st-falling tears ; and, with a sigh 
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Of tremulous weakness murmuring his name, 

She gently drew his hand upon her lips, 

And kiss'd it as she wept. The old man sunk 

Upon his knees, and in the drapery 

Of the rich curtains buried up his face ; 

And when the twili^t fell, the silken folds 

StirrM with his prayer, but the slight hand he held 

Had ceased its pressure — and he could not hear, 

In the dead, utter silence, that a breath 

Came through her nostrils — and her temples gave 

To his nice touch no pulse — and, at her mouth, 

He held the lightest curl that on her neck 

Lay with a mocking beauty, and his gaze 

Ached with its deathly stillness. 

It was night — 
And, softly, o'er the Sea of Gralilee, 
Danced the breeze-ridden ripples to the shore, 
TippM with the silver sparkles of the moon. 
The breaking waves playM low upon the beach 
Their constant music, but the air bestde 
Was still as starlight, and the Saviour's voice, . 
In its rich cadences unearthly sweet, 
SeemM like some just-bom harmony in the air. 
Waked by the power of wisdom. On a rock, 
With the broad moonli^t falling on his brow. 
He stood and taught the people. At his feet 
Lay his small scrip, and pilgrim's scallop-shell, 
And staff — for they had waited by the sea 
Till he came o'er from Gradarene, and pray'd 
For his wont teachings as he came to land. 
His hair was parted meekly on his brow. 



Digitized by 



Google 



78 HEALING OF THE DAUGHTER OF JAIRUS, 

And the long curls from off his shoulders fell, 

As he leanM forward earnestly, and still 

The same calm cadence, passionless and deep — 

And in his looks the same mild majesty — 

And in his mien the sadness mixM /with power — 

Fill'd them with love and wonder. Suddenly, 

As on his words entrancedly they hung. 

The crowd divided, and among them stood 

Jairus the Ruler. With his flowing robe 

Grather'd in haste about his loins, he came, 

And fix'd his eyes on Jesus. Closer drew 

The twelve disciples to their Master's side; 

And silently the people shrunk away. 

And left the haughty Ruler in the midst 

Alone. A moment longer on the face 

Of the meek Nazarene he kept his gaze. 

And, as the twelve look'd on him, by the light 

Of the clear moon they saw a glistening tear 

Steal to his silver beard ; and, drawing nigh 

Unto the Saviour's feet, he took the hem 

Of his coarse mantle, and, with trembling hands, 

Press'd it upon his lips, and murmur'd low, 

^^ Master! my daughter !^^ 

The same silvery light. 
That shone upon the lone rock by the sea. 
Slept on the Ruler's lofty capitals. 
As at the door he stood, and welcomed in 
Jesus and his disciples. All was still. 
The echoing vestibule gave back the slide 
Of their loose sandals, and the arrowy beam 
Of moonlight, slanting to the marble floor, 
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Lay like a spell of silence in the rooms, 
As Jainis led them on. With hushing steps 
He trod the winding stair; but ere he touched 
The latchet, from within a whisper came, 
"2VouJfe the Master not—for she is deadP^ 
And his faint hand fell nerveless at his side, 
And his steps felter'd, and his broken voice 
Choked in its utterance; — but a gentle hanjd 
Was laid upon his arm, and in his ear 
The Saviour's voice sank thrillingly and low, 
"Sfe is not dead — btU sleepeth.^^ 

They passM in. 
The spice-lamps in the alabaster urns 
BumM dimly, and the white and fragrant smoke 
CurPd indolently on the chamber walls. 
The silken curtains slumber'd in their folds — 
Not even a tassel stirring in the air — 
And, as the Saviour stood beside the bed, 
And prayM inaudibly, the Ruler heard 
The quickening division of his breath 
As he grew earnest inwardly. There came 
A gradual brightness o'er his calm, sad face ; 
And, drawing nearer to the bed, he moved 
The silken curtains silently apart. 
And look'd upon the maiden. 

Like a form 
Of matchless sculpture in her sleep she lay — 
The linen vesture folded on her breast. 
And over it her white transparent hands. 
The Mood still rosy in their tapering nails. 
A line of pearl ran through her parted lips, 
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And in her nostrils, spiritually thin, 
The breathing curve was mockingly like life; 
And round beneath the feintly tinted ddn 
Ran the light branches of the azure veins ; 
And on her cheek the jet lash overlay, 
Matching the arches pencilled on her brow. 
Her hair had been unbound, and falling loose 
Upon her pillow, hid her small round ears 
In curls of glossy blackness, and about 
Her polish'd neck, scarce touching it, they hung, 
Like airy shadows floating as they slept 
'Twas heavenly beautiful. The Saviour raised 
Her hand from off her bosom, and spread out 
The snowy fingers in his palm, and said, 
"JtfoMfen/ arise P^ — and suddenly a flush 
Shot o'er her forehead, and along her lips 
And through her cheek the rallied colour ran; 
And the still outline of her graceflil form 
Stirr'd in the linen vesture; and she clasp'd 
The Saviour's hand, and fixing her daik eyes 
Full on his beaming countenance — ^abose! 
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BLIND BARTIMEUS. 



LOHaFELLOW* 

And they eiimc ta Jericho : and as he went oiil of Jciicbo with hia diBdple«, &M a gremt 
[lumbtir Qr[>uo[il{Jn blind BfirtiTDeii», Uw mu of TJnieii«,flflt by the hjgImayBiil£< begginf^ And 
whaD be h^iLrd Umt U w^b Ji^^us of NuLxarblti, bi^ bcf an to cry out, and day, ''Jcdkut, tbciii iion 
of David, have meir^y on me." And xuany cbarged him. tbat be ibould hold bis poQf^. ; hu% bo 
cried tbe moie a gneat deMv "Thau mn of Dfivid, bays nicrcy on men'* And Josaa stood rtjU, 
and €ouimaaded him to be called. And tbey call the tiUod mao^ sayiog unto bim, ''Be of 
good comfort, rise ; b& cnlicth thee^" And he, caaiia^ away his |:firjiient, rose, and came to 
jGBai. And Jesus answered and said Unto him, *' What wiU thou that 1 nhoiild do unto 
tbue ) '" Tbe blind man itald unto him, "Lord, that I might f^selve my flight;'' And Jeau^ sud 
tinto him, '' Gq thy way; thy fbiitb httth mode thee whole." And iouuediately be raceitwl 
Jiie light, and followed Jeatu in the wmj. -- Br. Mask x. 4fl-^. 



Blind Bartimeus at the gates 

Of Jericho in darkness waits : 

He hears the crowd; — he hears a breath 

Say, *at is Christ of N^aretli 1 '' 

And calls, in tones of agonyi 



b 



u. 



The throning multitudes incieasej 
Blind Bartimens, hold thy peace? 
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82 BLIND BARTIMEUS. 

But still, above the noisy crowd, 
The beggar's cry is shrill and loud: 
Until they say, "He calleth thee!'' 

in. 

Then saith the Christ, as silent stands 
The crowd, "What wilt thou at my hands?' 
And he replies, " give me light ! 
Rabbi, restore the blind man's si^t!" 
And Jesus answers, "Xirays: 
<H iriVri^ (fou (fiifoMi (fsl 

TV. 

Ye that have eyes, yet cannot see, 
In darkness and in misery, 
Recall those mighty Voices Three, 
'Iif)(fou, ikiviaov iisl 
0ag(fsi, lysijai, S^'ayg' 
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THE DAUGHTER OF HERODIAS. 

At tiixkt tjxae Herod tha tetramli beai^ of ths fl^ne of Jasos. and nLd unto bii Ktrvrntita^ 
"Thia ifl John the Baptise : he ia risen from thmieaii: iifid therefore mighty works do show 
forth theiQKlT^ in lum.'* For HnFod bod kid hold an Solm, and hound him, and put hUn In 
prison for Hcrodiaa' iake, hit brotlier Philip s wife. For John said onto him, " It ie not law- 
ful for tbec to Jiave lier, " And when hti wouJd hnvu put hloi to demth ha f^atud Ihe mitUi- 
tilde. becituBe they counted him ns a prophet. But when Herod'i binh-day w*fi itept, tlie 
daughtef of HeKsdiaa danced Uefora them, ani^ jileaaed Hej™J. Whereupon he promiaed, with 
an oath, to give her wbatsoevfsr ahe would n^k. And ahe, heinf before hiitructed ^f hot 
muthGr, said, Givo me here John ftaptiit'i head in a charirer. And the king wna sorry : ae- 
TCfthfileaB, for th& oath'a Bake, &nd them that eat with him at meat, he commanded it to hfi 
intren her. And he sent nnd li^^headed John In the priBoii. Andhia head was brou^Jit in a 
chEirgcr, mnd given to the damsel t and she brought it to her mother. And hii dibcipLea cAme 
unJS took up the EHidy, and hurled it, and went and toJ4 leaw^—Br. AIltthcw xI?. 1-lSL 

SEKKr^E in the moonlight the pure flowers lay ; 

All was still save the plash of the fouotain's soft play ; 

And %vhite as its foam gleamed the walls of the palace ; 

But ^^ithin were hot lips quaffing fire from the chalice ; 

For Herod, the Tetrarchj was feasting that night 

The lords of MachEEms, and brave was the sight! • 

Yet mournful the contrastj without and within. 

Here w^ere purity, peace — there were riot and sin! 

The Tust and maguificent banqueting-room 

Was of marble, Egyptian, in form and in gloom ; 
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And around, wild and dark as a demon's dread thought, 

Strange shapes, full of terror, yet beauty, were wrought. 

Th' ineffable sorrow, that dwells in the face 

Of the Sphynx, wore a soft and mysterious grace. 

Dim, even amid the full flood of light poured 

From a thousand high clustering lamps on the board ; 

Those lamps, — each a serpent of jewels and gold, — 

That seemed to hiss forth the fierce flame as it rolled. 

Back flashed to that ray the rich vessels that lay 

Profiise on the tables in briUiant array ; 

And clear through the crystal the glowing wine gleamed. 

And dazzling the robes of the revellers seemed. 

While Herod, the eagle-eyed, ruled o'er the scene, 

A lion in spirit, a. monarch in mien. 

The goblet was foaming, the revel rose high. 
There were pride and fierce joy in the haughty king's eye. 
For his chie& and his captains bowed low at his word, 
And the feast was right royal that burden'd the board, 
Lo ! light as a star through a gathered cloud stealing. 
What spirit glanced in 'mid the guard at the door? 
Their stem bands divide, a fair figure revealing ; 
She boimds, in her beauty, the dim threshold o'er. 
Her dark eyes are lovely with tenderest truth ; 
The bloom on her cheek is the blossom of youth ; 
And a smile, that steals thro' it, is rich with the ray 
Of a heart full of love and of innocent play. 
Soft fall her fair tresses her light form aroimd ; 
Soft fall her fair tresses, nor braided nor bound ; 
And her white robe is loose, and her dimpled arms bare ; 
For she is but a child, without trouble or care ; 
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Now round the glad vision wild music is heard, — 

Is she gifted with winglets of fairy or bird ? 

For, lo ! as if borne on the waves of that sound, 

With white arms upwreathing, she floats from the ground. 

Still glistens the goblet, — 'tis heeded no more ! 

And the jest and the song of the banquet are o'er ; 

For the revellers, spell-bound by beauty and grace. 

Have forgotten all earth, save that form and that face. 

It is done ! — for one moment, mute, motionless, fiiir. 

The phantom of light pauses playfully there ; 

The next, blushing richly, once more it takes wing, 

And she kneels at the footstool of Herod the King. 

Her young head is drooping, her eyes are bent low. 

Her hands meekly crossed on her bosom of snow. 

And, veiling her figure, her shining hair flows. 

While Herod, flushed high with the revel, arose. 

Outspake the rash monarch, — " Now, maiden, impart, 

Ere thou leave us, the loftiest hope of thy heart ! 

By the God erf my fathers ! whate'er it may be, — 

To the half of my kingdom, — 'tis granted to thee ! " 

The girl, half-bewildered, uplifted her eyes. 

Dilated with timid delight and surprise, 

And a swift, glowing smile o'er her happy face stole, 

As if some sunny wish had just woke in her soul. 

Will she tell it ? Ah, no ! She has caught the wild gleam 

Of a soldier's dark eye, and she starts from her dream ; 

Falters forth her sweet gratitude, — veils her fair frame,-— 

And glides from the presence, all glowing with shame. 
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n. 

Of costly cedaTi rarely carved, 

The royal chamber's ceiling, 
The columned walls, of marble rich, 

Its brightest hues revealing; 
Around the room a starry smile 

The lamp of crystal shed ; 
But warmest lay its lustre on 

A noble lady's head ; 
Her dark hair, bound with burning gems, 

Whose fitful lightning glow. 
Is tame beside the wild, black eyes 

That proudly flash below : 
The Jewish rose and olive blend 

Their beauty in her face ; 
She bears her in her high estate. 

With an imperial grace ; 
All goi^eous glows with orient gold 

The broidery of her vest ; 
With precious stones its purple fold 

Is clasped upon her breast; 
She gazes firom her lattice forth : 

What sees the lady there? 
A strange, wild beauty crowns the scene, — 

But she has other care! 
Far off fair Moab's emerald dopes, 

And Jordan's lovely vale ; 
And nearer,— heights where fleetest foot 

Of wild gazelle would feil ; 
While crowning every verdant ridge, 

Like drifts of moonlit snow, 
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Rich palaces and temples rise 

Around, above, below, 
Gleaming through groves of terebinth. 

Of palm, and sycamore, 
Where the swift torrents dashing free. 

Their mountain music pour; 
And arched o'er all, the eastern heaven 

Lights up with glory rare 
The landscape's wild magnificence; — 

But she has other care! 
Why flings she thus, with gesture fierce. 

Her silent lute aside ? 
Some deep emotion chafes her soul 

With more than wonted pride ; 
But, hark! a sound has reached her heart. 

Inaudible elsewhere, 
And hushed to melting tenderness, 

The storm of passion there ! 
The fer-off fall of fairy feet, 

That fly in eager glee, 
A voice, that warbles wildly sweet. 

Some Jewish melody! 
She comes! her own Salom^ comes! 

Her pure and blooming child! 
She comes, and anger yields to love. 

And sorrow is beguiled: 
Her singing bird! low nestling now 

Upon the parent breast. 
She murmurs of the monarch's vow 

With girlish laugh and jest: — 
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"Now choose me a gift and well! 
There are so many joys I covet ! 
Shall I ask for a young gazeUe ? 

^Twould be more than the world to me ; 
Fleet and wild as the wind, 

Oh! how I would cherish and love it! 
With flowers its neck Pd bind, 
And joy in its graceful glee. 

u. 

" Shall I ask for a gem of light. 

To braid in my flowing ringlets? 
Like a star through the veil of night, 

Would glisten its glorious hue ; 
Or a radiant bird, to close 

Its beautiful, waving winglets 
On my bosom in soft repose. 

And share my love with you!" 

She paused, — bewildered, terror-struck ; 

For, in her mother's soul, 
Roused by the promise of the king, 

Beyond her weak control. 
The exulting tempest of Revenge 

And Pride raged wild and high, 
And sent its storm-cloud to her brow, 

Its lightning to her eye ! 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE DAUGHTER OF HERODIAS. 89 

Her haughty lip was quivering 

With anger and disdain, 
Her beauteous, jewelled hands were clenched 

As if from sudden pain. 

"Foi^ve," Salom^ faltering cried, 

"Forgive my childish glee! 
TVas selfish, vain, — oh! look not thus, 

But let me ask for tkee!^^ 
Then smiled, — it was a deadly smile, — 

That lady on her child. 
And, "Swear thou'lt do my bidding, now ! *' 

She cried, in accents wild: 
** Ah ! when, from earliest childhood's hour, 

Did I thine anger dare! 
Yet, since an oath thy wish must seal, — 

By Judah's hopes, I swear ! '' 
Herodias stooped, — one whisper brief! — 

Was it a serpent's hiss. 
That thus the maiden starts and shrinks 

Beneath the woman's kiss? 
A moment's pause of doubt and dread! 

Then wild the victim knelt, — 
" Take, take my worthless life instead ! — 

Oh! if thou e'er hast felt 
A mother's love, — thou canst not doom — 

No, no! 'twas but a jest! 
Speak! — speak! and let me fly once more, 

Confiding, to thy breast !" 
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A hollow and sepulchral tone 

Was hers who made reply: 
"The oath! the oath! — remember, girl! 

'Tis registered on high!" 
Salom^ rose, — mute, moveless stood 

As marble, save in breath. 
Half senseless in her cold despair, 

Her young cheek blanched like death — 
But an hour since, so joyous, fond^ 

Without a grief or care, 
Now struck with wo imspeakable, — 

How dread a change was there! 
"It shall be done!" — Was that the voice 

That rang so gaily sweet. 
When, innocent and blest, she came. 

But now, with flying feet? 
** It shall be done !" — She turns to go ; 

But, ere she gains the door. 
One look of wordless, deep reproach 

She backward casts, — no more! 
But late she sprang the threshold o'er, 

A light and bloommg child. 
Now, reckless, in her grief she goes 

A woman stem and wild. 

III. 

With pallid cheek, dishevelled hair. 

And wildly gleaming eyes. 
Once more before the banqueters, 

A fearful phantom flies. 
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Once more at Herod's feet it 

And cold with nameless dread, 
The wondering monarch bends to hear, 

A voice, as from the dead. 
From those pale lips shrieks madly forth, — 

"Thy promise, king, I claim. 
And if the grant be foulest guilt, — 

Not mine, not mine the blame! 
Quick, quick recall that reckless vow, 

Or strike thy dagger here, 
Ere yet this voice demands a gift 

That chills my soul with fear! 
Heaven's curse upon the fatal grace 

That idly charmed thine eyes! 
Oh! better had I ne'er been born 

Than be the sacrifice! 
The word I speak will blanch thy cheek. 

If human heart be thine ; 
It was a fiend in human form 

That murmured it to mine. 
To die for me! k thoughtless child! 

For Tne must blood be shed! 
Bend low, — lest angels hear me ask ! — 

Oh! God!— ^Ac Baptises head! 
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BREAD IN THE WILDERNESS. 

MRS. SiaOUENET. 

After thew things Jesus went over the Sea of Galilee, which is the Sea of Tiberias. And 
a great multitude followed him, because they saw his miracles which he did on them that 
were diseased. And when it was evening, his disciples came to him, saying, ** This is a 
desert place, and the time is now past ; send the multitude away, that they may go into the 
villages, and buy themselves victuals.*' But Jesus said unto them, " They need not depart ; 
give ye them to eat." And they say unto him, ** We have here but five loaves, and two 
fishes.** He said, " Bring them hither to me.** And he conunanded the multitude to sit down 
on the grass, and took the five loaves, and the two fishes, and looking up to heaven, he blessed 
and brake, and gave the loaves to his disciples, and the disciples to the multitude. And they 
did all eat, and were filled : and they took up the firagments that remained twelve baskets full. 
And they that had eaten were about five thousand men, besides women and children.~JoHii 
▼i. 1, S ; St. Matthrw ziv. 15-31. 

A VOICE amid the desert. 

Not of him 
Who, in rough garments clad, and locust-fed. 
Cried to the sinful multitude, and claim'd 
Fruits of repentance, with the lifted scourge 
Of terror and reproof. A milder guide, 
With gentler tones, doth teach the listening throng. 
Benignant pity moved him as he saw 
The shepherdless and poor. He kn^w to touch 
The springs of every nature. The high lore 
Of Heaven he humbled to the simplest child, 
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And in the guise of parable allured 

The sluggish mind to follow truth and live. 

They whom the thunders of the Law had stunnM 
Woke to the GrospePs melody with tears ; 
And the glad Jewish mother held her babe 
High in her arms, that its young eye might greet 
Jesus of Nazareth. 

It was so still, 
Though thousands cluster'd there, that not a sound 
Brake the strong spell of eloquence which held 
The wilderness in chains, save now and then. 
As the gale freshen'd, came the murmur'd speech 
Of distant billows, chafing with the shores 
Of the Tiberian Sea. 

Day wore apace, 
Noon hasted, and the lengthening shadows brought 
The unexpected eve. They linger'd still, 
Eyes fixM, and lips apart ; the very breath 
Constrained, lest some escapmg sigh might break 
The tide of knowledge, sweeping o'er their souls 
Like a strange, raptured dream. They heeded not 
The spent sun, closing at the curtain'd west 
His burning journey. What was time to them. 
Who heard entranced the eternal Word of Life ? 

But the weak flesh grew weary. Hunger came. 
Sharpening each feature, and to faintness drained 
Life's vigorous fount. The holy Saviour felt 
Compassion for them. His disciples press, 
Care-stricken, to his side : " Where shalL we find 
Bread in this desert ?" 
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Then, with lifted eye, 

He bless'd, and brake, the slender store of food, 

And fed the femishM thousands. Wondering awe 

With renovated strength inspired their souls, 

As, gazing on the miracle, they mark'd 

The gather'd fragments of their feast, and heard 

Such heavenly words as lip of mortal man 

Had never uttered. 

Thou, whose pitying heart 

Yeam'd o'er the countless miseries of those 

Whom thou didst die to save, touch thou our souls 

With the same spirit of untiring love. 

Divine Redeemer ! may our fellow-man, 

Howe'er by rank or circumstance disjoined, 

Be as a brother in his hour of need. 
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WALKING ON THE SEA. 



HAWTHORNE. 

And wlieii eTen was now come, his disciples went down unto the sea, and entered into a 
ship, and went over the sea toward Capernaum : and it was now dark, and Jesus was not 
come to them. And the sea arose, by reason of a great wind that blew. So when they had 
rowed about fiye and twenty or thirty furlongs, they see Jesus walking on the sea, and draw- 
ing nigh unto the ship; and they were afraid. But he saith unto them, "It is I; be not 
afraid.** Then they willingly received him into the ship ; and immediately the ship was at 
the land whither they went. — Johh vl 16-2L 



When the storm of the mountains on Galilee fell. 

And lifted its waters on high; 
And the faithless disciples were bound in the spell 
Of mysterious alarm — their terrors to quell, 

Jesus whispered, "Fear not, it is I." 

n. 

The storm could not bury that word in the wave, 

For 'twas taught through the tempest to fly; 
It shall reach his disciples in every clime. 
And his voice shall be near in each troublous time, 
Saying, "Be not afraid, it is I." 

(95) 
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III. 

When the spirit is broken with sickness or sorrow, 

And comfort is ready to die; 
The darkness shall pass, and in gladness to-morrow 
The wounded complete consolation shaQ borrow 

From His life-giving word, " It is I." 

IV. 

When death is at hand, and the cottage of clay 

Is left with a tremulous sigh. 
The gracious forerunner is smoothing the way 
For its tenant to pass to unchangeable day. 

Saying, "Be not afraid, it is I." 



When the waters are passed, and the glories unknown 

Burst forth on the wondering eye. 
The compassionate " Lamb in the midst of the tnrone *' 
Shall welcome, encourage, and comfort his own. 

And say, "Be not afraid, it is I." 
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THE DEAP AND DUMB. 



And it came to paw that, on the next day, when they were come down ttom the hill, much 
people met him. And, behold, a man of the company cried out, eayin;, *• Master, 1 beteech 
thee, look upon my eon : ibr he is mine only child : and, lo, a spirit taketh him, and he sud- 
denly crieth out ; and it teareth him that he foameth again ; and, bruisinf him, hardly de- 
parteth from him. And I besought thy disciples to cast him out ; and they could not.** And 
Jesus answering, said, ** O ildthlees and peryerse generation 1 how long shall 1 be with you, 
and suflbr you 7 Bring thy son hither.** And as he was yet a coming, the devil threw him 
down, and tare him. And Jesus rebuked the unclean spirit, and healed the child, and de* 
livered him again to hii ftther.— Luzs iz. 37-^. 



I. 

The Son of God in doing good 
Was fain to look to heaven and sig^: 

And shall the heirs of sinful blood 
Seek joy unmixM in charity ? 

God will not let Love's work impart 

Full solace, lest it steal the heart ; 

Be thou content in tears to sow, 

Blessing, like Jesus, in thy wo. 

9 (97) 
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He lookM to heaven, and sadly sigh'd — 

What saw my gracious Saviour there, 
With fear and anguish to divide 

The joy of Heaven-accepted prayer ! 
So o'er the bed where Lazarus slept 
He to his Father groan'd and wept: 
What saw he mournful in that grave, 
. Knowing himself so strong to save ? 

m. 

O'erwhelming thoughts of pain and grief 

Over his sinking spirits sweep! — 
"What boots it gathering one lost leaf 

Out of yon sere and withered heap, 
Where souls and bodies, hopes and joys, 
All that earth owns or sin destroys. 
Under the spuming hoof are cast. 
Or tossing in the autumnal blast?" 

IV. 

The deaf may hear the Saviour's voice. 

The fetter'd tongue its chain may break ; 
But the deaf heart, the dumb by choice. 
The laggard soul, that will not wake, 
The guilt that scorns to be forgiven; — 
These baffle e'en' the spells of heaven ; 
In thou^t of these, his brows benign 
Not even in healing cloudless shine. 
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No eye but his might ever bear 

To gaze all down that drear abyss, 
Because none ever saw so clear 

The shore of endless bliss : 
The giddy waves so restless hurPd, 
The vex'd pulse of this feverish world, 
He views and counts with steady si^t 
Used to behold the Infinite. 

VI. 

But that in such communion high 
He hath a fount of strength within, 

Sure his meek heart would break and die, 
O'erburden'd by his brethren's sin; 

Weak eyes on darkness dare not gaze. 

It dazzles like the noonday blaze; 

But he who sees God's face may brook 

On the true face of Sin to look. 

vn. 

What then shall wretched sinners do, 

When in then: last, their hopeless day. 
Sin as it is, shall meet their view, 
Grod turn his face for aye away? 
Lord, by thy sad and earnest eye, 
When thou didst look to heaven and sigh ; 
Thy voice, that with a word could chase 
The dumb, deaf spirit from his place ; 
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vra. 

As thou hast touch'd our ears, and taught 
Our tongues to speak thy praises plain, 
Quell thou each thankless, godless thought 
That would make fast our bonds again. 
From worldly strife, from mirth unblest, 
Drowning thy music in the breast, 
From foul reproach, from thrilling fears. 
Preserve, good Lord, thy servants' ears. 

IX. 

From idle words, that restless throng, 

And haunt our hearts when we would pray. 
From pride's false chime, and jarring wrong. 

Seal thou my lips and guard the way; 
For thou hast sworn that every ear, 
WiUing or loth, thy trump shall hear. 
And eveiy tongue unchained be 
To own no hope, no Grod, but thee. 
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THE WOMAN TAKEN IN ADULTERY. 



HENRT W. HERBERT. 

Jesus went anto the mount of Olives. And eariy in the morning he came again into the 
temple, and all the people came unto him : and he sat down, and taught them. And the 
Scribes and Pharisees brought unto him a woman taken in adultery : and when they had set 
her in the midst, they say unto him, *' Master, this woman was taken in adultery, in the very 
act. Now Moses in the law commanded us, that such should be stoned : but what sayest 
thou 1 " This they said, tempting him, that they might have to accuse him. But Jesus 
stooped down, and with his finger wrote on the ground, as though he heard them not. So 
when they continued asking him, he lifted up himself, and said unto them, " He that is with- 
out sin among you, let him first cast a stone at her.*' And again he stooped down, and wrote 
on the ground. And they which heard it, being convicted by their own conscience, went out 
one by one, beginning at the eldest, even unto the last : and Jesus was left alone, and the 
woman standing in the midst. When Jesus had lifted up himself, and saw none but the wo- 
man, he said unto her, " Woman, where are those thine accusers ? hath no man condemned 
thee ? ** She said, " No man. Lord." And Jesus said unto her, '* Neither do I condemn thee : 
go, and sin no more."— St. John viii. 1-11. 



Without the city walls, the Son of man 
Had watched all night upon the stony ridge 
Beyond the Brook of Kedr^n, which overlooks 
The fatal town, and Moriah's Mount sublime, 
Crowned by the temple of the living God, 
And Siloa's stream oracular, and the vale 
Named of Jehosaphat, where soon shall stand 
The Abomination making desolate — 
There with his Father, till the stars were pale, 
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In holiest commune on that lonely steep, 
The Moimt of Olives. 

Now the sun arose, 
And through the stillness of the early mom 
Volumed and white up soared the savoury smoke 
Of morning sacrifice, and pealed aloft 
The silver trumpets their sonorous praise, 
O'er Zion. 

Then he ceased from prayer, and came 
Again unto the temple, and went in. 
And all the people gathered to his words. 
Breathless and mute with awe, the while he sate 
Teaching. 

But while the sweet and solemn sound. 
The words of Him who spake as never man 
Spake, or shaH speak, filled every listening soul 
With wisdom that is life, a throng of Scribes 
And Pharisees came hasting through the doors. 
And, haling a fair woman toward his place, - 
Set her before him- in the midst. 

She was 
Indeed most fair, and young, and innocent 
To look upon. Alas! that such as she 
So should have fallen! 

' Pale she stood, and mute. 
Her large soft eyes, that wont to swim in light, 
Burning with tearless torture; cheek and brow 
Whiter than ashes, or the snow that dwells 
On Sinai. Thus she stood, a little space. 
Gazing around with a bewildered glare 
That had no speculation in't — 
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Then sank 
In her disordered robes, a shapeless heap, 
At a tall pillar's base, her face concealed 
In the coarse mufflings of her woollen gown, 
And the redundance of her golden hair 
Part fairly braided, part in wavy flow 
Dishevelled, over her baure shoulders spread. 
Purer than alabaster — nought beside 
Exposed, save one round arm the bashful &ce 
With slenderest fingers hiding, while the drops 
Oozed through them slow and silent — she wept now, 
When none beheld her! — and one rosy foot, 
Unsandaled, peering fix)m the ruffled hem 
Of her white garb — all else a drifted mass 
Of draperies heaving like the ocean's swell, 
To that unspoken agony within. 
Which rent her bosom, unsuspect of man. 
But seen of the All-seeing. 

Up they spake — 
"Master, this woman in the act was ta'en 
Sinning. Now Moses taught us in the law. 
That whoso doeth thus shall surely die. 
Stoned by the people — But what sayest thou?" 
Thus said they, tempting him, that they might have 
Of sin to accuse the sinless. 

Jesus stooped. 
Silent, and with his finger on the ground 
Traced characters, as though he heard them not; 
But when they asked again importunate. 
He raised himself in perfect majesty. 
Calm, and inscrutable, reading their souls 
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With that deep eye to which all hearts are known, 
From which no secrets can be hidden. 

•^Tien, 
" He that is here, among you, without sin,*' 
He said — 'Met him first cast a stone at her." 
Then stooped he again, and on the ground 
Wrote as before. 

A mighty terror fell 
On those which heard it, in their secret souls 
Convicted. One by one, they slunk away, 
The eldest first, as guiltiest, to the last, 
Till none were left, but Jesus in the midst 
Standing alone, and at the column's base. 
The woman grovelling like a trampled worm : 
They two were in the temple — but they two. 
Of all the crowd that thronged it even now — 
The sinful mortal, and her sinless Grod. 

When Jesus had arisen, and beheld 
That none were left of all, save she alone ; 
"Woman" he said unto her, "Woman, where 
Be now those thine accusers? Hath no man 
Condemned thee?" 

And she answered — " No man, Lord. 
"Neither do I" — Jesus replied to her — 
" Condemn thee. Go, and sin no more." 

And she 
Arose, and went her way in sadness; and 
The grace of Him, to whom the power is given 
To pardon sins, sank down into her soul. 
Lie gentle dew upon the drooping herb, 
That under that good influence blooms again, 
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And sent its odours heavenward — 

And perchance 
There was great joy above, in those bright hosts 
Who more rejoice o'er one, that was a slave 
To sin and hath repented, than o'er ten, 
So just, that they have nothing to repent. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE TEN LEPERS. | 

XBBLX. 

And it came to pan, as be went to Jeraealem, that he paseed throofh the midst of Samaria 
and Galilee. And as he entered into a certain Tillage, there met him ten men that were 
lepers, which stood aftir off: and they lifted up their Toices, and said, "Jesus, Master, have 
mercy on us.** And when he saw them, he said unto them, ** Go show yourselves unto the 
priests.** And it came to pass, that, as they went, they were cleansed. And one of them, 
when he saw that he was healed, turned back, and with a loud voice glorified God, and fell 
down on his fhce at his feet, giving him thanks ; and he was a Samaritan. And Jesus 
answering, said, ** Were there not ten cleansed ? but where are the nine ? ** There are not 
found that returned to give gl<Hy to God, save this stranger. And he said unto him, ** Arise, 
go thy way ; thy feith hath made thee whole.**— St. Luem JcviL 11-19. 



Ten cleansed, and only one remain! 
Who would have thought our nature's stain 
Was dyed so foul, so deep in grain? 

Even He who reads the heart, — 
Knows what He gave and what we lost, 
Sin's forfeit and redemption's cost, — 
By a short pang of wonder cross'd 

Seems at the si^t to start: 

n. 

Yet 'twas not wonder, but His love 
Our wavering spirits would reprove, 
That heavenward seem so free to move 
When earth can yield no more: 
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Then from afer on God we cry; 
But should the mist of wo roll by, 
Not showers across an April sky 
Drift, when the storm is o'er, 

m. 

Faster than those fiJse drops and few 
Fleet from the heart, a worthless dew. 
What sadder scene can angels view 

Than self-deceiving tears, 
Pour'd idly over some dark page 
Of earlier life, though pride or rage 
The record of to-day engage, 

A wo for ftiture years? 

IV. 

Spirits, that round the sick man's bed 
Watch'd, noting down each prayer he made, 
Were your unerring roll displayed. 

His pride of health t' abase ; 
Or, when soft showers in season fall. 
Answering afamish'd nation's call. 
Should unseen fingers on the wall 

Our vows forgotten trace; 

V. 

How should we gaze in trance of fear ! 
Yet shines the light as thrilling clear 
From heaven upon that scroll severe, 
"Ten cleansed and one remain!" 
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Nor surer would the blessing prove 
Of humbled hearts, that own thy love, 
Should choral welcome from above 
Visit our senses plain : 

VI. 

Than by Thy placid voice and brow, 
With healing first, with comfort now, 
Tum'd upon him, who hastes to bow 

Before Thee, heart and knee; 
"Oh! thou, who only wouldst be blest, 
On thee alone my blessing rest! 
Rise, go thy way in peace, possessed 

For evermore of me.'* 
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N. P. WILLIS. 

When Mary was come where Jesas was, and saw him, she fell down at his feet, sayinf 
unto him, *' Lord, if thou hadst been here my brother had not died.** When Jesos therefore 
•aw her weeping, and the Jews also weeping which came with her, he groaned in the spirit 
and was troubled, and said, " Where have ye laid him 1 ** They say unto him, **Lord, come 
and see.'* Jesus wept. Then said the Jews, ** Behold how be loved him ! ** And some of 
them said, "Could not this man which opened the eyes of the blind, have caused that even 
this man should not have died? ** Jesus therefore, again groaning in himself, cometh to the 
grave. It was a cave, and a stone lay upon it. Jesus said, " Take ye away the stone.** Then 
they took away the stone firom the place where the dead was laid : and Jesus lifted up his eyes, 
and said, " Father, I thank thee that thou hast heard me : and I knew that thou hearest me 
always, but because of the people which stand by I said it, that they may believe that thou 
hast sent me.** And when he thus had spoken, he cried with a loud voice, ** Lazarus, come 
forth.*' And he that was dead came forth, bound hand and foot with grave-clothes ; and Us 
face was bound about with a napkin. Jesus saith unto them, ** Loose him, and let him go.** 
Then many of the Jews which came to Mary, and had seen the things which Jesus did, 
believed on him. But some of them went their ways to the Pharisees, and told them what 
things Jesus had done. — John zi. 

Jesus was there but yesterday. The prints 
Of his departing feet were at the door ; 
His " Peace be with you ! ". was yet audible 
In the rapt porch of Mary's charmed ear ; 
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And, in the low rooms, 'twas as if the air, 
HushM with his going forth, had been the breath 
Of angels left on watch — so conscious still 
The place seem'd of his presence ! Yet within, 
The family by Jesus loved were weeping. 
For Lazarus lay dead. 

And Maiy sat 
By the pale sleeper. He was young to die. 
The countenance whereon the Saviour dwelt 
With his benignant smile — the soft fidr lines 
Breathing of hope — were still all eloquent. 
Like life well mock'd in marble. That the voice, 
Grone from those pallid lips, was heard in heaven, 
Toned with unearthly sweetness — that the liglit, 
Quench'd in the closing of those stirless lids. 
Was veiling before God its timid fire. 
New-lit and brightening like a star at eve — 
That Lazarus, her brother, was in bliss. 
Not with this cold clay sleeping — Mary knew. 
Her heaviness of heart was not for him! 
But close had been the tie by Death divided. 
The intertwining locks of that bright hair 
That wiped the feet of Jesus — the fair hands 
ClaspM in her breathless wonder while He taught — 
Scarce to one pulse thrill'd more in unison. 
Than with one soul this sister and her brother 
Had lock'd their lives together. In this love, 
Hallow'd firom stain, the woman's heart of Mary 
Was, with its rich affections, all bound up. 
Of an unblemish'd beauty, as became 
An office by archangels fill'd till now, 



Digitized by 



Google 



LAZARUS AND MARY. HJ 

She walk'd with a celestial halo clad; 
And while, to the AposMes' eyes, it seem'd 
She but fulfilled her errand out of heaven — 
Sharing her low roof with the Son of God — 
She was a woman fond and mortal still ; 
And the deep fervour, lost to passion's fire, 
Breathed through the sister's tenderness. In vain 
Knew Mary, gazing on that face of clay. 
That it was not her brother. He was there — 
Swathed in that linen vesture for the grave — 
The same loved one in all his comeliness — 
And with him to the grave her heart must go. 
What though he talk'd of her to angels ? nay — 
Hover'd in spirit near her? — 'twas that arm, 
Palsied in death, whose fond caress she knew! 
It was that lip of marble with whose kiss. 
Morning and eve, love hemm'd the sweet day in. 
This was the form by the Judean maids 
Praised for its palm-like stature, as he walk'd 
With her by Kedron in the eventide — 
The dead was Lazarus! 
The burial was over, and the ni^t 
Fell upon Bethany — and mom — and noon. 
And comforters and mourners went their way — 
But death stay'd on! They had been oft alone, 
When Lazarus had follow'd Christ to hear 
His teachings in Jerusalem: but this 
Was more than solitude. The silence now 
Was void of expectation. Something felt 
Always bef(»re, and loved widiout a name, 
Joy from the air,, hope firom the opening door. 



Digitized by 



Google 



112 LAZARUS AND MARY. 

Welcome and life from off the very walls, — 
Seem'd gone — and in the chamber where he lay 
There was a fearful and unbreathing hush, 
Stiller than night's last hour. So fell on Mary 
The shadows ail have known, who from their hearts, 
Have released friends to heaven. The parting soul 
Spreads wing betwixt the mourner and the sky ! 
As if its path lay, from the tie last broken, 
Straight through the cheering gateway of the sun ; 
And, to the eye strain'd after, 'tis a cloud 
That bars the li^t from all things. 

Now as Christ 
Drew near to Bethany, the Jews went forth 
With Martha, mourning Lazarus. But Mary 
Sat in the house. She knew the hour was nigh 
When He would go again, as He had said, 
Unto his Father; and she felt that He, 
Who loved her. brother Lazarus in life. 
Had chose the hour to bring him home thro' Death 
In no unkind forgetfiilness. Alone — 
She could lift up the bitter prayer to heaven, 
" Thy will be done, O God ! "—but that dear brother 
Hath fiU'd the cup and broke the bread for Christ; 
.And ever, at the mom, when she had knelt 
And wash'd those holy feet, came Lazarus 
To bind his sandals on, and follow forth 
With dropp'd eyes, like an angel, sad and fair — 
Intent upon the Master's need alone. 
Indissolubly link'd were they! And now. 
To go to meet him — Lazarus not there — 
And to his greeting answer ^^It is well?" 
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And, without tears, (since grief would trouble Him 
Whose soul was always sorrowful,) to kneel 
And minister alone — her heart gave way! 
She coverM up her face and turn'd again 
To wait within for Jesus. But once more 
Game Afartha, saying, '^Lo! the Lord is here 
And calleth for thee, Maiy!" Then arose 
The mourner from the ground, whereon she sate 
Shrouded in sackcloth, and bound quickly up 
The golden locks of her dishevell'd hair, 
And o'er her ashy garments drew a veil 
Hiding the eyes she could not trust. And stiU, 
As she made ready to go forth, a calm 
As in a dream fell on her. 

At a fount 
Hard by the sepulchre, without the wall, 
Jesus awaited Maiy. Seated near 
Were the way-worn disciples in the shade; 
But, of himself forgetful, Jesus leanM 
Upon his staff, and watch'd where she should come, 
To whose one sorrow — but a sparrow's faUing — 
The pity that redeemed a world could bleed ! 
And as she came, with that uncertain step, — 
Eager, yet weak, — her hands upon her breast, — 
And they who followed her all fallen back 
To leave her with her sacred grief alone, — 
The heart of Christ was troubled. She drew near, 
And the disciples rose up from the fount, 
Moved by her look of wo, and gathered round ; 
And Mary — for a moment — ere she look'd 
Upon the Saviour, stayM her faltering feet, — 
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And straightened her veilM form, and tighter drew 

Her clasp upon the folds across her breast; 

Then, with a vain strife to control her tears, 

She staggerM to the midst, and at His feet 

Fell prostrate, saying, "Lord! hadst thou been here. 

My brother hadst not died!" The Saviour groanM 

In spirit, and stoopM tenderly, and raised 

The mourner from the ground, and in a voice 

Broke in its utterance like her own. He said, 

" Where have ye laid him ?" Then the Jews who came, 

Following Mary, answerM throu^ their tears, 

"Lord, come and see!" But lo! the mighty heart 

That in Grethsemane sweat drops of blood, 

Taking for us the cup that might not pass — 

The heart whose breaking cord upon th^ cross 

Made the earth tremble, and the sun afraid 

To look upon his agony — the heart 

Of a lost world's Redeemer — overflowed. 

Touched by a mourner's sorrow! Jesus wept 

Calm'd by those pitying tears, and fondly brooding 

Upon the thought that Christ so loved her brother, 

Stood Mary there ; but that lost burden now 

Lay on His heart who pitied her; and Christ, 

Following slow and groaning in Himself, 

Came to the sepulchre. It was a cave, 

And a stone lay upon it. Jesus said, 

" Take ye away the stone ! " Then lifted He 

His moisten 'd eyes to heaven, and while the Jews 

And the disciples bent their heads in awe, 

And, trembling, Mary sank upon her knees, 

The Son of Grod pray'd audibly. He ceased. 



Digitized by 



Google 



LAZARUS AND MARY. 115 

And for a minute's space there was a hush, 

As if th' angelic watchers of the world 

Had stayed the pulses of all breathing things, 

To listen to that prayer. The face of Christ 

Shone as He stood, and over Him there came 

Command, as 'twere the living face of God, 

And with a loud voice. He cried, "Lazarus! 

Come forth!" And instantly, bound hand and foot, 

And borne by unseen angels from the cave. 

He that was dead stood with them. At the word 

Of Jesus, the fear-stricken Jews unloosed 

The bands from off the foldings of his shroud ; 

And Mary, with her dark veil throvni a ide. 

Ran to him swiftly, and cried, "Lazarus!" 

My brother Lazarus!" and tore away 

The napkin she had bound about his head — 

And touched the warm lips with her fearful hand — 

And on his neck fell weeping. And while all 

Lay on their faces prostrate, Lazarus 

Took Mary by the hand, and they knelt down 

And worshipped Him who love'^ diem. 
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CHRIST TEACHES HUMILITY. 



JOHN XBBLE. 

Then came to him the mother of Zebedee*8 children with her sons, worshipping him, and 
desiring a certain thing of him. And he said unto her, " What wilt thou ? " She saith unto 
him, " Grant that these my two sons may sit, the one on thy right hand, and the other on thy 
If ft, in thy kingdom." But Jesus answered and said, " Ye know not what ye ask ; are ye 
abto to drink of the cup that 1 shall drink of, and to be baptized with the baptism that I am 
baptized with ? ** They say unto him, '' We are able.** And he saith unto them, ** Ye shall 
drink indeed of my cup, and be baptized with the baptism that I am baptized with : but to 
sit on my right hand, and on my left, is not mine to give ; but it shall be given to them for 
whom it is prepared of my Father." And when the t^n heard it, they were moved with in- 
dignation against the two brethren. But Jesus called them unto htm, and said, ** Te know 
that the [nrinces of the Gentiles exercise dominion over them, and they that are great exercise 
' authority upon them : but it shall not be so among you, but whosoever will be great among 
you, let him be your minister : and whosoever will be chief among you, let him be your 
servant: even as the Son of man came not to be ministered unto, but to minister, and to 
give his life a ransom for many.**— St. Matthew xx. 90-38. 



1. 

Sit down and take thy fill of joy 
At God's right hand, a bidden guest, 

Drink of the cup that cannot cloy, 
Eat of the bread that cannot waste. 
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great apostle! rightly now 

Thou readest all thy Saviour meant, 
What time His grave yet gentle brov^ 
In sweet reproof on thee was bent 

n. 

" Seek ye to sit enthron'd by me ? 

Alas! ye know not what ye ask. 
The first in shame and agony, 

The lowest in the meanest task — 
This can ye be? and can ye drink 

The cup that I in tears must steep, 
Nor firom the whelming waters shrink 

That o'er me roll so dark and deep?*' 

III. 

"We can — thine are we, dearest Lord, 

In glory and in agony. 
To do and suffer all Thy word; 

Only be Thou for ever nigh." — 
"Then be it so — my cup receive, 

And of my woes baptismal taste : 
But for the crown, that angels weave 

For those next me in glory placed, 

IV. 

1 give it not by partial love; 

But in my Father's book are writ 
What names on earth shall lowliest prove. 
That they m Heaven may hi^est sit." 
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Take .up the lesson, O my heart; 

Thou Lord of meekness, write it there, 
Thine own meek self to me impart. 

Thy lofly hope, thy holy prayer. 

V. 

If ever on the mount with Thee 

I seem to soar in vision bri^t. 
With thoughts of coming agony 

Stay thou the too presumptuous flight: 
Grently along the vale of tears 

Lead me from Tabor's sunbright steep, 
Let me not grudge a few short years 

With Thee tow'rd Heaven to walk and weep : 

VI. 

Too happy, on my silent path. 

If now and then allowM with Thee 
Watching some placid holy death. 

Thy secret work of love to see ; 
But oh most happy, should thy call, 

Thy welcome call, at last be given — 
^^Come where thou long hast stored thy all. 

Come see thy place prepared in Heaven." 
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CHRIST'S ENTRANCE INTO JERUSALEM. 

W. ?. WILLIS. 

On the next day, maeh people that were come to tlie feaat, when they heard that Jeaoa was 
eoffling to JeniMUem, took branches of palm-trees, and went forth to meet him, and cried, 
** Hosanna I Blessed is the King of Israel that cometh in the name of the Lord.** And Jesu% 
when he had found a young asa, sat thereon : as it is written, ** Fear not, daoghter of Sion ; 
behold, thy Ipng cometh, sitting on an ass's colt.'*— John zii. 13-15. 

He sat upon the ^^ ass's foal" and rode 
Toward Jerusalem. Beside him walked, 
Closely, and silently, the fedthful twelve, 
And on before him went a multitude 
Shouting Hosannas, and with eager hands 
Strewing their garments thickly in his way. 
Th' unbroken foal beneath him gently stepped, 
Tame as its patient dam; and as the song 
Of "welcome to the Son of David" burst 
Forth from a thousand children, and the leaves 
Of the waved branches touched its silken ears. 
It turned its wfld eye for a moment back, 
And then, subdued by an invisible hand, 
Meekly trode onward with its slender feet. 
The dew's last sparkle from the grass had gone 
As he rode up Mount Olivet. The woods 
Threw their cool shadows freshly to the west, 
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And the li^t foal, with quick and toiling step, 

And head bent low, kept its unslackened '^ay 

Till its soft mane was lifted by the wind 

Sent o'er the mount from Jordan. As he reached 

The summit's breezy pitch, the Saviour raised 

His calm blue eye — there stood Jerusalem! 

Eagerly he bent forward, and beneath 

His mantle's passive folds, a bolder line 

Than the wont slightness of his perfect limbs 

Betrayed the swelling fulness of his heart. 

There stood Jerusalem! How fair she looked — 

The silver sun on all her palaces. 

And her fair daughters 'mid the golden spires 

Tending their terrace flowers, and Kedron's stream 

Lacing the meadows with its silver band. 

And wreathing its mist-mantle on the sky 

With the mom's exhalations. There she stood — 

Jerusalem — the city of his love. 

Chosen from all the earth; Jerusalem — 

That knew him not — and had rejected him; 

Jerusalem — for whom he came to die! 

The shouts redoubled from a thousand lips 

At the fair sight; the children leaped and sang 

Louder Hosannas: the clear air was filled 

With odour from the trampled olive-leaves — 

But "Jesus wept." The loved disciple saw 

His Master's tears, and closer to his side 

He came with yearning looks, and on his neck 

The Saviour leant with heavenly tenderness. 

And mourned, — "How oft, Jerusalem! would I 

Have gathered you, as gathereth a hen 
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Her brood beneath her wings — but ye would not!" 

He thought not of the death that he should die — 

He thought not of the thorns he knew must pierce 

His forehead — of the bufiet on the cheek — 

The scourge, the mocking homage, flie foul scorn! — 

Grethsemane stood out beneath his eye 

Clear in the morning sun, and there, he knew, 

While they who " could not watch with him one hour " 

Were sleeping, he should sweat great drops of blood, 

Praying the "cup might pass." And Grolgotha 

Stood bare and desert by the city wall. 

And in its midst, to his prophetic eye. 

Rose die rough cross, and its keen agonies 

Were numbered aQ — the nails were in his feet — 

Th' insulting sponge was pressing on his lips — 

The blood and water gushing from his side — 

The dizzy fidntness swimming in his brain — 

And, while his own disciples fled in fear, 

A world's death-s^onies all mixed in his! 

Ay! — he forgot all this. He only saw 

Jerusalem, — the chosen — the loved — the lost! 

He only felt that for her sake his life 

Was vainly given, and, in his pitying love, 

The sufferings that would clothe the heavens in black, 

Were quite forgotten. Was there ever love 

In earth or heaven, equal unto .this ? 
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WEEPING OVER THE CITY. 



JOHN XBBLl. 



AadwhenbewMeome ne«r,lie beheld the citr, uid wept orer it, mying, •• If Umw hadM 
known, even thoa, mt least in tUe tliy day, the thinga which bdong unto thy peace 1 Imt now 
they are hid tnm thine eyet.**— Lun ziz. 41, 4S. 

I. 

Why doth my Saviour weep 

At sight of Sion's bowers ? 
Shows it not fair fix)m yonder steep, 

Her gorgeous crown of towers ? 
Mark well his holy pains: 

'Tis not in pride or scorn. 
That Israel's King with sorrow stains 

His own triumphal mom. 

n. 

It is not that his soul 

Is wandering sadly on, 
In thought how soon at death's dark goal 

Their course will all be run. 
Who now are shoutmg round 

Hosanna to their chief; 
1^0 thought like this in Him is found. 

This were > ponqueror's grief. 
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in. 

Or doth he feel the cross 

Already in his heart, 
The pain, the shame, the scorn, the loss? 

Feel even his Grod depart? 
No: though he knew full well 

The grief that then shall be — 
The grief that angels cannot tell — 

Our Grod in agony. 

IV. 

It is not thus he mourns ; 

Such might be martyrs' tears, 
When his last lingering look he turns 

On human hopes and fears; 
But hero ne'er or saint 

The secret load might know, 
With which His spirit waxeth faint; 

His is a Saviour's wo. 



"If thou hadst known, even thou. 

At least in this thy day. 
The message of thy peace ! but now 

'Tis passed for aye away: 
Now foes shall trench thee round. 

And lay thee even with earth. 
And dash thy children to the ground, 

Thy glory and thy mirth." 
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124 WEEPING OVER THE CITY. 

VI. 

And doth the Saviour weep • 

Oyer his people's sin, 
Because we will not let Him keep 

The souls He died to win ? 
Ye hearts, that love the Lord, 

If at this sight ye bum, 
See that in thought, in deed, in word, 

Ye hate what made Him mourn. 
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THE TRIUMPH. 

KIT. aEOBGB CKOLT. 

And m wery great multitude qireed tbeir gannente in the way ; othen eat down toanelMa 
fkomtlie trees, and ■trewedtbem in tlie way. And tbe moltitndee that went before, and tbat 
followed, cried, saying, **Hosanna to the Son of David 1 Blessed is be that eometh in the 
name of the Lord ; hosanna in the highest 1 ** And when he was come into Jerusalem, all the 
city was moved, saying,'* Who is this?** And the multitude said,** This is Jesus the prophet 
of Nasaieth of 6aUlee.**--ST. Hatthsw xzi. 8-11. 

L 

The air is fill'd with shouts, and trumpets' sounding; 
A host are at thy gates, Jerusalem. 
Now is their van the Mount of Olives rounding; 
Above them Judah's lion-^banners gleam, 
Twined with the palm and olive's peaceful stem. 
Now swell the nearer sounds of voice and string. 
As down the hill-side pours the living stream ; 
And to the cloudless heaven Hosannas ring — 
" The Son of David comes ! — the Conqueror — flie King ! " 

n. 

The cuirass'd Roman heard; and grasp'd his shield, 
And rushed in fiery haste to gate and tower ; 
Hie Pontiff firom his battlement beheld 
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126 THE TRIUMPH. 

The host, and knew the falling of his power : 
He saw the cloud on Sion's glory lour. 
Still down the marble road the myriads come, 
Spreading the way with garment, branch, and flower. 
And deeper soimds are mingling, "wo to Rome!" 
" The day of freedom dawns ; rise, Israel, from thy tomb ! " 

m. 

Temple of beauty — long that day is done; 
Thy ark is dust ; th^ golden cherubim 
In the fierce triumphs of the foe are gone": 
The shades of ages on thy altars swim. 
Yet still a light is there, though wavering dim; 
And has its holy lamp been watched in vain? 
Or lives it not imtil the finished time. 
When He who fix'd, shall break his people's chain. 
And Sion be the loved, the crownM of God again } 

TV. 

He comes, yet with the burning bolt unarmM; 
Pale, pure, prophetic, God of Majesty ! 
Though thousands, tens of thousands, round him swarm'd. 
None durst abide that depth divine of eye ; 
None durst the waving of his robe draw nigh. 
But at his feet was laid the Roman's sword: 
There Lazarus knelt to see his King pass by; 
There Jairus, with his ^e's child adored. 
"He comes, the King of kings : Hosanna to the Lord ! " 
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TEACHING THE PEOPLE. 



DR. BOWBUfO. 

And be taught daily in tbe temple. And all tlie people were aitoniibed at hiadeetrine,! 
vera attentive to hear hinu— 8t. Maek zi.; St. Loki ziz. 



How sweetly flow'd the gospePs sound 
From lips of gentleness and grace, 

When list'ning thousands gathered round, 
And joy and reverence fillM the place ! 

n. 

From heaven he came — of heaven he spoke, 
To heaven he led his followers' way; 

Dark clouds of gloomy night he broke, 
Unveiling an immortal day. 

III. 

"Come, wanderers, to my Father's home. 
Come, all ye weary ones, and rest!" 

Yes! sacred Teacher, — we will come — 
Obey thee, — love thee, and be blest! 
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IV. 

Decay, then, tenements of dust! 

Pillars of earthly pride, decay ! 
A nobler mansion waits the just. 

And Jesus has prepued the way. 
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THE LAST SUPPER. 

MBS. SieOtTBNXT. 

And when the hour wai come, be mt down, and tbe twelve apoetlee with him. And be 
said unto them, *• With desire, 1 have desired to eat this passover with you before I suflbr : tot 
I say unto you, I will not any more eat thereof until it be AilflUed in tbe kingdom of 6od.^ 
And he took Inread, and gave thanks, and brake it, and gave unto them, saying, ** This is my 
body which is given fbr you : this do in remembrance of me." Likewise also tbe cup after 
supper, saying, " This eup is tbe new testament in my Uood, which is shed for you.**— St. 
Lun zxii. 14-10, 10, 90. 

Behold that countenance, where grief and love 
Blend with inefiable benignity, 
And deep, unuttered majesty divine. 
Whose is that eye which seems to read the heart, 
And yet to have shed the tear of mortal wo ? 
Redeemer! is it thine? And is this feast 
Thy last on earth? Why do the chosen few. 
Admitted to thy parting banquet, stand 
As men transfix'd with horror? 

Ah! I hear 
The appalling answer, from those lips divine, 
"One of you shall betray me." 

One of these ? 
Who by thy hand was nurtured, heard thy prayers, 

(129; 



Digitized by 



Google 



130 THR LAST SUPPER. 

Received thy teacluDgs, as the thirsty plant 

Turns to the rain of summer ? One of these ! 

Therefore, with deep and deadly paleness droops 

The loved disciple, as if life's warm spring 

Chilled to the ice of death, at such strange shock 

Of unimagined guilt. See, his whole soul 

Concentred in his eye, the man who walked 

The waves with Jesus, all impetuous prompts 

The horror-struck inquiry — "Is it I! 

Lord! is it I?" while earnest pressing near. 

His brother's lip, in ardent echo, seem 

Doubling the fearful thought. With brow upraised, 

Andrew absolves his soul of charge so foul ; 

And springing eager fix>m the table's foot, 

Bartholomew bends forward, full of hope. 

That by his ear, the Master's awful words 

Had been misconstrued. To the side of Christ, 

James, in the warmth of cherished friendship, clings. 

Yet trembles as the traitor's image steals 

Into his throbbing heart; while he, whose hand 

In sceptic doubt was soon to probe the woimds 

Of him he loved, points upward to invoke 

The avenging Grod. Philip, with startled gaze. 

Stands in his crystal singleness of soul. 

Attesting innocence — while Matthew's voice. 

Repeating fervently the Master's words. 

Rouses to agony the listening group. 

Who, half incredulous, with terror, seem 

To shudder at his accents. 

All the twelve 
With strong emotion strive, save one fidse breast 
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By Mammon seared, which, brooding o'er its gain, 

Weighs thirty pieces with the Saviour's blood. 

Son of perdition ! — dost thou freely breathe 

In such pure atmosphere? — And canst thou hide, 

'Neath the cold calmness of that settled brow. 

The burden of a deed whose very name 

Thus strikes thy brethren pale? 

But can it be 
That the strange power of this soul-harrowing scene 
Is the slight pencil's witchery? — I would speak 
Of him who pour'd such bold conception forth 
O'er the dead canvass. But I dare not muse 
Now of a mortal's praise. Subdued I stand 
In thy sole, sorrowing presence, Son of Grod — 
I feel the breathing of those holy men, 
From whom thy gospel, as on angel's wing. 
Went out through all the earth. I see how deep 
Sin in the soul may lurk, and fain would kneel 
Low at thy blessed feet, and trembling ask — 
"Lord! is it I?" 

For who may tell, what dregs ' 
Do slumber in his breast? Thou, who didst taste 
Of man's infirmities, yet bar his sins 
From thine unspotted soul, forsake us not 
In our temptations; but so guide our feet. 
That our Last Supper in this world may lead 
To that immortal banquet by thy side, 
Where there is no betrayer. 
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THE LAST HYMN. 



JOHN rampoHT. 



And When tliej had ninf m hymn, they went oat into the Mount of Olivet. — Sr, ICat- 
TBSW zzyi. 30. 



The winds are hushed; — the peaceful moon; 

Looks down on Zion's hill; 
The city sleeps; 'tis night's calm noon; 

And all the streets are still. 

n. 

Save when, along the shaded walks, 

We hear the watchman's call, 
Or the guard's footstep as he stalks 

In moonlight on the wall. 

ni. 



How soft, how holy, is this lig^t! 

And hark! a mournful song, 
As gentle as these dews of night, 

Floats on the air along. 
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THE LAST HTMN. 



IV. 



Affection's wish, devotion's prayer, 

Are in that holy strain; 
'Tis resignation, — not despair; 

'Tis triumph, — thou^ 'tis pain. 

V. 

'Tis Jesus and his fidthful few, 
That pour that hymn of love : 

O Grod! may we -the song renew 
Around thy board above. 
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SCENE IN 6ETHSEMANE. 

V. p. WILLIS. 

And ttey came to a plaee whicb wis named GeUnemane ; and he Mdth to hia diadplM 
**8it ye bare, while I aball pray.** And he went forward a little, and fell on the ground, and 
prayed that, if it were poaaible, the hour might pan from him. And he said, ** Abba, Father, 
all thinga are poaaible onto thee; take away this cap from me: nevertheleaB, not what I will, 
•ut what thoa wilt** ~Bt. BUkk xIt. 33, 35, 36. 

The moon was shining yet. The orient's brow, 
Set with the morning star^ was not yet dim ; 
And the deep silence which subdues the breath 
Like a strong feeling, hung upon the world 
- As sleep upon the pulses of a child. 
'Twas the last watch of night. Gethsemane, 
With its bathed leaves of silver, seemM dissolved 
In visible stillness; and as Jesus^ voice, 
With its bewildering sweetness, met the ear 
Of his disciples, it vibrated on 
Like the first whisper in a silent world. 
They came on slowly. Heaviness oppressed 
The Saviour's heart, and when the kindnesses 
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SCENE IN OETHSEMANE. 135 

Of his deep love were pour'd, he felt the need 

Of near communion, for his gift of strength 

Was wasted by the spirit's weariness. 

He left them there, and went a litde on, 

And in the depth of that hush'd silentness, 

Alone with Grod, he feU upon his face, 

And as his heart was broken with the rush 

Of his surpassing agony, and death. 

Wrung to him from a dying universe, 

Was mightier than the Son <rf man could bear, 

He gave his sorrows vmy — and in the deep 

Prostration of his soul, breathed out the prayer, 

"Father, if it be possible with thee. 

Let this cup pass from me." Oh, how a word, 

Like the forced drop before the fountain breaks, 

Stilleth the press of human agony ! 

The Saviour felt its quiet in his soul; 

And though his strength was weakness, and the It^t 

Which led him on till now was sorely dim. 

He breathed a new submission — "Not my vrfll. 

But thine be done, oh Father!" As he spoke. 

Voices were heard in heaven, and music stole 

Out from the chambers of the vaulted sky 

As if the stars were swept like instruments. 

No cloud was visible, but radiant wings 

Were coming with a sDvery rush to earth, 

And as the Saviour rose, a glorious one. 

With an illumined forehead, and the light 

Whose fountain is the mystery of Grod, 

EncalmM within his eye, bowM down to him. 

And nerved him with a ministry of strength. 
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It was enough — and with his godlike brow 
Re-written of his Father's messenger. 
With meekness^ whose divinity is more 
Than power and ^oiji he retum'd again 
To his disciples, and awaked their sleep, 
For ^'he that should betray him was at hand." 
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THE DEFECTION OF THE DISCIPLES. 

MRS. SIOOUBHET. 

Lo, Jodai, OBA of tbe twelre, came, and with him a great multitude, with eworda and 
■taves, ftom the ehief prieata and elden of the people. Then all the diaeiplea fonook Urn and 
fled. And they that had laid hold on Jeaoa led him away to Caiaphaa the high prieat, where 
the acribea and the elden were aaaembled.— Br. M^tisiw zztL 47, 56, 57. 

I. 

Fled! — and jBx>m whom? The Man of wo 

Who m Grethsemane had felt 
Such pangs as bade the blood-drops flow, 

And the crushed heart with anguish melt.' 
They who were gathered round his board. 

Partook his love, behdd his power, 
Saw the sick healed, the dead restored. 

Failed they to watch one fearful hour.' 

n. 

All jkd^ Yet one there was who laid 

His head upon that sacred breast. 
By friendship's holy ardour made 

A cherished, an illustrious guest; 
One too, who walked with Christ the wave, 

When the mad sea confessed his sway. 
And irtrangely sealed her gaping grave, — 

Fled these forgetfully away.' 
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138 THE DEFECTION OF THE DISCIPLES. 

m. 

Yes: all forsook the Master's side 

When foes and dangers clustered round, 
And idien in bitterness he cried, 

'Mid the dread garden's awful bound. 
Yet knew they not how near him stood 

The host of heaven, a guardian train, 
Deploring man's ingratitude. 

And wondermg at his Saviour's pain. 

IV. 

Oh! ye, whose hearts in secret bleed 

O'er transient hope, like morning dew, 
O'er friendship faithless in your need. 

Or love to all its vows untrue. 
Who shrink from persecution's rod. 

Or slander's fang, or treachery's tone. 
Look meekly to the Son of God, 

And in his griefs forget your own. 



Forsaken are ye? — so was he, — 

Reviled? — yet check the vengefrd word, — 
Rejected? — should the servant be 

Exalted o'er his suffering Lord ? 
Nor deem that Heaven's omniscient eye 

Is e'er regardless of your lot,^ — 
Deluded man from Grod may fly. 

But token was man by God forgot^ 
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THE REMORSE OP JUDAS. 



MISS LANDOH. 

Then Judas wbicb had betrayed him, when be aaw that he was condemned, repented him- 
self, and Inrought again the thirty pieces of silver to the chief priests and elders, saying, **1 
have sinned, in that I have betrayed the innocent blood.** And they said, *' What is that to 
us ? see thou to that.** And he cast down the pieces of silver in the temple, and departed, 
and went and hanged himself.^ St. Mi.rrBBW xzvii. 3-^ 



The thirty pieces down he flung, 

For which his Lord he sold, 
And turned away his murderer's face 

From that accursed gold. 
He cannot sleep, he dares not watch ; 

That weight is on his heart. 
For which, nor earth nor heaven have hope, 

Which never can depart. 

n. 

A curse is on his memory. 

We shudder at his name ; 
At once we loathe and scorn his guilt. 

And yet we do the same: 
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Alas! the sinfulness of man, 

How oft in deed and word 
We act the traitor^s part again, 

And do betray our Lord! 

m. 

We bend the knee, record the vow, 

And breathe the fervent prayer: 
How soon are prayer and vow forgot, 

Amid life's crime and care! — 
The Saviour's passion, cross, and blood, 

Of what avail are they 
If first that Saviour we forget, 

And next we disobey? 

IV. 

For pleasures, vanities, and hates. 

The compact we renew. 
And Judas rises in our hearts-— 

We sell our Saviour too. |i 

How for some moments' vain delight 

We will embitter years. 
And in our youth lay up for age. 

Only remorse and tears. 



Ah! sanctify and strengthen, Lord, 
The souls that turn to thee; 

And firom the devil and the world 
Our guard and solace be. 
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THE REMORSE OF JUDAS. HI 

And as the mariners at sea 

Still watdx some guiding star, 
So fix our hearts and hopes on thee. 

Until thine own they are. 
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THE CROWN OP THORNS. 

XnS LAITDOH. 

And mhfUkthejhad platted a crown of tborm tbey pat it upon hit bead, and a reed in hia 
ri^ band: and tbey bowed tbe kneebeibre bini,and moeked bim, laying, ** Hail, King of 
tbe Jewa 1 **— St. M^Tisiw zzTil. SH. 

I. 

Too litde do we think of thee, 

Our too indulgent Lord: 
We ask not what thy wiD may be, 

We dwell not on thy word. 

II. 

Thou, who in human shape was bom. 

And shared in human wo; 
Thou, who didst wear the crown of thorn. 

Which all must wear below; 

HI. 

Thou, who the sinners' fate. didJst sbare, 

Yet from the grave arise — 
Alas! unworthy that we are 

Of such a sacrifice. 
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IV. 

Thy love should fill our hearts, like dew 

That fills the flowers by nig^t; 
Who in that gentle ram, renew 

The waste of morning's light. 

V. 

Thus doth life's hurry and its glare 

Dry up within our heart 
The hoUer thoughts that are thy share, 

The spirit's better part. 

VI. 

And yet we turn not to thy love, 

We seek not to recall 
The hopes that lift our souls above 

Their low and earthly thrall. 

vn. 

On pleasures or on wealth intent. 

Careless we hurry on, 
And vainly precious hours are spent 

Before we think them gone. 

vra. 

Their joy and sorrow, sin and strife, 

Close round us like a bond. 
Which so enslaves to present life. 

We never look^ beyond. 
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IX. 

O Lord| if eveiy thou^t were tlune^ 
How litde would they be 

Acceptable before thy sluiiie, 
Unworthy heaven and thee. 



Tet thou hast said, thou wilt accept 
Prayers offerM in thy name; 

That never tears in vain were wept, 
If from the heart they came. 

XI. 

Then strike our rocky souls, O Lord, 

Amid life's desert place ; 
Yet may their hardened depths afibrd 

The waters of thy grace. 

xn. 

Low in the dust we kneel and pray, 

0! sanctify our tears: 
Till ftiey wash eveiy stain away 

From past and guilty years. 
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«WEEP NOT FOR ME.^ 



And there followed him a great company of people, and of women, who alio bewailed and 
lamented him. But Jeeoi, torning onto them, said, •• Daughters of Jerusalem, weep not ftr 
me, but weep for yourselves, and your children. ** — St. Lukb xxiii. 27. 38. 



Jerusalem's daughters! for me do not weep ! 
Your eyes' bitter waters for other days keep, 
For days of sad sighing, deep wailing, and moan ; 
For the dead and the dying ; for cities overthrown. 
When you pray that the mountains may fall on your head, 
Then from those misty fountains salt tears may be shed ; 
But, Jerusalem's daughters, for me do not weep ; 
Your eyes' bitter waters for other days keep. 

n. 

When mothers, soul-mourning, curse the day when was pressed 
The child of long yearning most close to the breast ; 
When those eyes they are blessing which ne'er saw a son. 
And those arms, which caressing of daughters had none ; 
When the maid, thickly sobbing, her own love shall mourn, 
And the father's heart, throbbing, breaks o'er his first-bom ; -^ 
Then Jerusalem's daughters, for me do not weep ; 
Your eyes' bitter waters for other days keep. 
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in. 

When the hekneted foeman shall stride o'er the wall, 

And Titus, the Roman, "No quarter!" shall call. 

When his horse through your city proud prancing shall steep 

In blood, shed without pity, his hoof fetlock deep. 

When the temple is crashing in horror and flame. 

And the priests are down dashing in anguidi and shame — 

Then, Jerusalem's dau^ters, for me do not weep : 

Your eyes' bitter waters for other days keep ! 

IV. 

Weep for strongholds down batter'd, for vineyards uptom, 
For a nation all scattered, a byword and scorn : 
Weep for chieftaons still meeting, where'er be their track, 
Vile words of base greeting, gyve, gibbet, and rack ; 
Weep for outrage on woman, for bondage and thrall. 
For compassion from no man, and spuming from all : — 
So, Jerusalem's daughters, for me do not weep. 
Your eyes' bitter waters for other days keep ! 

V. 

Though, soft-hearted maiden ! you now see that I, 
Deserted, cross-laden, stagger onward to die ; 
The cross I am bearing will yet be the gem 
For the lofty knight's wearing, the king's diadem. 
And the words I have spoken, shall, over the earth. 
To the sad and heart-broken of comfort give birth : 
Then, Jerusalem's daughters, for me do not weep ; 
Your eyes' Mtter waters for other days keep ! 
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VI. 

V 

Now is ended my mission : I answer the call, 
I fulfil the condition, of one slain for all ! 
Though dark seems the story, the moment is near 
When, throned in heaven's glory, I beaming appear! 
From its light ne'er to sunder, till here am I found. 
Amid lightnings and thunder, when the trumpet shall sound ; — 
Then, Jerusalem's daughters, for me do not weep; 
Your eyes' bitter waters for other days keep! 
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BEARING THE CROSS 

MBS. HEMA1I8. 

And he, bearinf hii crcNw, went forth into a place called the place of aakuU, which is called 
in the Hebrew, Golgotha.— St. John xiz. 17. 



By the dari^ stillness brooding in the sky, 
Holiest of sufferers ! round thy path of wo, 

And by the weight of mortal agony 

Laid on thy drooping form and pale meek brow, 

My heart was awed ; the burden of thy pain 

Sank on me with a mystery and a chain. 

II. 

I lookM once more, and, as the virtue shed 
Forth from thy robe of old, so fell a ray 

Of victoiy from thy mien! and round thy head. 
The halo, melting spirit-like away, 

SeemM of the very soul^s bright rising bom, 

To glorify all sorrow, shame, and scorn. 
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III. 

And upwards, through transparent darkness gleaming, 
Grazed in mute reverence, woman's earnest eye, 

lit, as a vase, whence inward li^t is streaming. 
With quenchless feith, and deep love's fervency; 

Ghithering, like incense round some dim-veil'd shrine, 

About the Form, so mournfully divine! 

IV. 

Oh! let thine image, as e'en then it rose, 
Live in my soul for ever, calm and clear. 

Making itself a temple of repose. 

Beyond the breath of human hope or fear ! 

A holy place, where through all storms may lie 

One living beam of dayspring from on high. 
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THE WINE AND MYRRH. 

JOHN KBBLB. 

And thej brfnf him onto tlw place Oolgotba, wUch it, being interpreted, Tbe place of a 
■koU. And they gave him to drinlc wine mingled with myrrh: but be received it not.^ 
8t. Maek zv. 9S, S3. 

I. 

<^FiLL high the bowl, and spice it well, and pour 
The dews oblivious: for the Cross is sharp, 

The Cross is sharp, and He 

Is tenderer than a lamb. 

n. 

He wept by Lazarus' grave — how will He bear 
This bed of anguish ? and His pale weak form 

Is worn with many a watch 

Of sorrow and unrest 

m. 

His sweat last night was as great drops of blood, 
And the sad burden press'd him so to earth, 

The very torturers paused 

To help Him on His way. 
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IV. 

Fill high the bowl, benumb His aching sense 
With medicin'd sleep." — O awful in thy wo! 

The parching thirst of death 

Is on Thee, and thou triest 



The slumberous potion bland, and will not drink: 
Not sullen, nor in scorn, like haughty man 

With suicidal hand 

Putting his solace by: 

VI. 

But as at first thine all-penrading look 
Saw firom thy Father's bosom to th' abyss, 

Measuring in calm presage 

The infinite descent; 

vn. 

So to the end, though now of mortal pangs 
Made heir, and emptied of thy glory awhile, 

With unaverted eye 

Thou meetest all the storm. 

vm. 

Thou wilt feel all, that Thou may'st pity all; 
And rather wouldst Thou wrestle with strong pain. 

Than overcloud thy soul, 

So clear in agony. 
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IX. 

Or lose one glimpse of heaven before the time. 
O most entire and perfect sacrifice, 

Renewed in every pulse 

That on the tedious Cross 

X. 

Told the long hours of death, as, one by one, 
The life-strings of that tender heart gave way ; 

Even sinners, taught by Thee, 

Look Sorrow in the face, 

XI. 

And bid her freely welcome, unbeguiled 
By fidse kind solaces, and spells of earth : — 

And yet not all unsoothed; 

For when was joy so dear, 

xn. 

As the deep calm that breathed, "Father, forgive,'' 
Or, "Be with me in Paradise to-day?'' 

And, though the strife be sore. 

Yet in His parting breath 

xm. 

Love mast^s agony; the sovl that seemed 
Forsaken, feels her present God again. 

And in her Father's arms 

Contented dies away. 
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"WHO IS HE?" 

B. a. KlLMAir. 

And when they were come to tho place wmch ia called Calvary, Ihefe itiey crucified him, 
mad the malefk^tarB, one oa Hue sig}it h&M, ^tid tlKs oib& on xka left.— St. Ldeb xmH. 33. 

L 

Bound upon th* accursed trfie. 
Faint and bleedingj who is He? — 
Bj the eyes so pale and dim, 
Streaming blood and writhing limb, 
By the flesh with scourges tonij 
By the crown of twisted thorn, 
By the side so deeply pierced, 
By the baffled burning thirst. 
By the drooping death- dewM brow, 
Son of Man! 'tis Thou! 'tis Thou* 



Bound upon th' accursed tree. 
Dread and awM, who is He? — 
By the sun at noonday pale, 
Shivermg rocks, and rending reil^ 
Bj earth that trembles at His doom. 
By yonder saints who burst their tomb, 
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By Eden, promised ere He died 
To the felon at His side, 
Lord! our suppliant knees we bow, 
Son of God ! 'tis Thou ! 'tis Thou ! 

in. 

Bound upon th' accursed tree, 
Sad and dying, who is He? 
By the last and bitter cry; 
The ghost given up in agony, 
By the lifeless body laid 
In the chamber of the dead ; 
By the mourners come to weep 
Where the bones of Jesus sleep ; 
Crucified ! we know Thee now ; 
Son of Man! 'tis Thout 'tis Thou! 

IV. 

Bound upon th' accursed tree, 

Dread and awful, who is He? 

By the prayer for them that slew, 

" Lord ! they know not what they do ! " 

By the spoiled and empty grave, 

By the souls He died to save. 

By the conquest He hath won. 

By the saints before His throne, 

By the rainbow round His brow. 

Son of God! 'tis Thou! 'tis Thou! 
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MARY AT THE CROSS. 

Kow there rtood by tbe croat of Jemp. hit tnothfir, azid lili motber'i riflter, Mary the wilb 
ofCle^jplittB, aad Mary Magdalene. Whnn leius, tSerefore. iaw hii mother, itnd the disci pte 
BtandJnf by whom he loved, he saitli unto his jnotbET, *' Wonnin, ti€ho]d thy ion t" Thfla 
paith he to tlie disc title, " Bghald thy motli^i" And fhim that hour that diicipJe t<»k her 
unto hiM own home. — Br. Iorv xix, 35-E7. 

w 

L 

By his gibbet, she who bore him 
Stood IB taarsj while, trickling o'er him, 

Piteously the blood-drops stole. 
Grief and wo her bosom harrow ; 
Lo! the seer's prophetic arrow 

Now indeed "hath pierced her soul*" 

E. 

See how sorrowful and lonely 
Stands that mother, while her only 

Blessed Son in torture hangs! 
Man's redemption the achievement^ 
But how bittej the bereavement; 

How acute the mother's pangs! 



1 
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in. 

Is there one, whose heart so leaden, 
Cold indiflerence could deaden 

At that scene of wondrous wo — 
To behold that sainted being 
Anguished beyond measure, seeing 

What our Lord must undergo? 

IV. 

Such the price of man's transgression f 
Such the godlike intercession 

Of her wounded, dying Son ! 
Whom she watches, broken-hearted, 
Till his spirit hath departed — 

Till the deed of blood is done. 



Blessed Mary! let me share in 
Thy af9iction; let me bear in 

Thy o'erpowering grief some part ; 
Let me in thy sorrows mingle; 
Let devotion, pure and single, 

For thy Son possess my heart. 

VI. 

Holy mother! grant this favour: 

Let the sufferings of my Saviour 

Sink into my bosom's core ; 
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Let me dwell with deep affection, 
Sad and frequent recollection, 
On the torments that he bore; 

vn. 

Let me sorrow with thee truly; 
Let me bear my poitioii duly 

Of his cross, and^ while I live, 
Stand in spirit by his gibbet, 
Grief and love with thee exhibitj 

Sympathy and homage give, 

vra. 

Virgin mother! purest maiden! 
While thy heart with grief is laden, 

Mine a true compunction needsj 
Be the death of Christ aye present 
To my thoughts, and urge incessant 

On to penitential deeds. 

IX* 

Let the cross guard and protect me. 
Through the paths of life direct me; 

Through the sufferings of Christ 
May I, when this clay shall moulder. 
Of God's vision a beholder, 

Joy with thee imparadised! 

14 
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THE PASSION. 



0BOB0B CBOLT. 

And it wai aboat tlw lixtli hour, and tlwre wai a darkneM of«r all the earth antil the 
ninth boor. And the ion was darkened, and the vail of the temple was rent in the midst. 
And when Jesos had cried with a loud Tbice, he said, " Father, into thy hands I commend my 
spirit I ** and, liaving said thus, he gave ap the ghost. Now, when the centurion saw what 
was done, he glorifled God, saying, "Certainly this was a righteous man.** And all the 
peofde that came together to that sight, beholding the things which were done, smote their 
breasts, and returned. And all his acquaintance, and the women that followed him from 
Galilee, stood aftr oiT beholding ijbese things.— St. Luks zziii. 44-tf. 



City of Grod! Jerusalem, 
Why rushes out thy living stream.^ — 
The turbaned priest, the hoary seer. 
The Roman in his pride, are here ; 
And thousands, tens of thousands, still 
Cluster round Calvary's wild hill. 

n. 

Still onward rolls the living tide. 

There rush the bridegroom and the bride; 
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Prince, be^ar, soldier, Pharisee, { 

The old, the young, the bond, the free ; f 

The nation's furious multitude, I 

I 
All maddening with the cry of blood. | 



in. 

'Tis glorious mom; — from height to height 
Shoot the keen arrows of the li^t; 
And glorious in their central shower. 
Palace of holiness and power, 
The temple on Moriah^s brow 
Looks a new risen sun below. 

IV. 

But wo to hill, and wo to vale! 
Against them shall come forth a wail: 
And wo to bridegroom and to bride! 
For death shall on the whirlwind ride; 
And wo to thee, resplendent shrine. 
The sword is out for thee and thine! 



Hide, hide thee in the heavens,/ thou sun. 
Before the deed of blood is done! 
Upon that temple's haughty steep 
Jerusalem's last angels weep ; 
They see destruction's funeral pall 
Blackening o'er Sion's sacred wall. 
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VI. 

Lake tempests gathering on the shore, 
They hear the coming armies roar: 
They see in Sion's hall of state 
The sign that maketh desolate, 
The idol standard, pagan spear, 
The tomb, the flame, the massacre. 

vn. 

They see the vengeance fell: the chain, 

The long, long age of guilt and pain ; 

The exile's thousand desperate years, 

The more than groans, the more than tears; 

Jerusalem a vanished name. 

Its tribes earth's warning, scoff and shame. 

vm. 

Still pours along the multitude, 

Still rends the heavens the shout of blood. 

But on the murderers' furious van. 

Who totters on? A weary man; 

A cross upon his shoulders bound. 

His brow, his frame, one gushing wound. 

IX. 

And now he treads on Calvary, 
What slave upon that hill must die ? 
What hand, what heart, in guilt imbrued, 
Must be the mountain vulture's food ? 
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There stand two victims gaunt and bare, 
Two culprit emblems of despair. 

X. 

Yet who the third ? The yell of shame 

Is frenzied at the sufferer's name; 

Hands clenched, teeth gnashing, vestures torn, 

The curse, the taunt, the laugh of scorn. 

All that the dying hour can sting, 

Are round thee now, thou thorn-crowned King. 

XI. 

Yet cursed and tortured, taunted, spumed, 
No wrath is for the wrath returned, 
No vengeance flashes from the eye. 
The sufferer calmly waits to die: 
The sceptre reed, the thorny crown. 
Wake on that pallid brow no frown. 

xn. 

At last the word of death is ^ven. 
The form is bound, the nails are driven; 
Now triumph, Scribe and Pharisee! 
Now, Roman, bend the mocking knee! 
The cross is reared. The deed is done. 
There stands Messiah's earthly throne! 

xin. 

This was the earth's consummate hour; 
For this had blazed the prophet's power; 
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For this had swept the conqueror's sword, 
Had ravaged, raised, cast down, restored; 
Persepolis, Rome, Babylon, 
For this ye sank, for this ye shone. 

XIV. 

Yet things to which earth's brightest beam 
Were darkness, earth itself a dream ; 
Foreheads on which shall crowns be laid, 
Sublime, when sun and star shall &de ; 
Worlds upon worlds, eternal things. 
Hung on thy anguish. King of longs ! 

XV. 

Still from his lip no curse has come. 
His lofty eye has looked no doom; 
No earthquake burst, no angel brand 
Crushes the black, blaspheming band: 
What say those lips by anguish riven?— 
"(jod, be my murderers forgiven!" 

XVI. 

He dies, in whose high victory, 
The slayer. Death himself, shall die. 
He dies: by whose all-conquering tread 
Shall yet be crushed the serpent's head; 
From his proud throne to darkness hurled, 
The god and tempter of this world. 
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xvn. 

He dies, creation's awful Lord, 

Jehovah, Christ, Eternal Word! 

To come in thunder from the skies ; 

To bid the buried world arise; 

The earth his footstool, heaven his throne ; — 

Redeemer! may thy will be done! 
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HAWTHOEKE. 

And it wti aboat the liztb boor, and then ww a darlmaH over aUtbe earth. ---0T.LDni 
ziiii.44. 



It is the same infrequent star,— 

The all-mysterious light, 
That like a watcher, gazing on 

The changes of the night. 
Toward the hill of Bethlem took 

Its solitary flight. 

n. 

It is the same infrequent star; 

Its sameness startleth me: 
Although the disc is red as blood, 

And downward, silently. 
It looketh on another hill, — 

The hill of Calvary! 

in. 

Nor noon, nor night; for to the west 
The heavy sun doih glow ; 

(164) 
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Andy like a ship, the lazy mist 

Is sailing on below; 
Between the broad sun and the earth 

It tacketh to and fro. 

IV. 

There is no living wind astir; 

The bat's Unholy wing 
Threads through the noiseless olive trees, 

Like some unquiet thing 
Which playeth in the darkness, when 

The leaves are whispering. 

V. 

Mount Calvary! Mount Calvary! 

All sorrowftdly still, 
That mournful tread, it rends the heart 

With an unwelcome thrill; 
The mournful tread of them that crowd 

Thy melancholy hill! 

VI. 

There is a cross, not one alone, 

'Tis even three I count, 
like columns on the mossy marge 

Of some old Grecian fount; 
So pale they stand, so drearily, 

On that mysterious Mount. 

vn. 

JBehold, O Israel! behold, 
It is no human One, 
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That ye have dkred to crucify. 

What evil hath he done? 
It is your King, O Israel! 

The God-begotten Son! 

vra. 

A wreath of thorns, a wreath of ihoms! 

Why have ye crowned him so? 
That brow is bathed in agony, 

'Tis veiled in every wo; 
Ye saw not the immortal trace 

Of Deity below. 

IX. 

It is the foremost of the Three 

Resignedly they fall, 
Those deathlike, drooping features, 

Unbending, bli^ted all: 
The Man of Sorrows, how he bears 

The agonizing thrall! 



'Tis fixed on thee, O Israel! 

His gaze! — how strange to brook; 
But that there's mercy blended deep 

In each reproachful look, 
'Twould search thee, till the very heart 

Its withered home forsook. 

XI. 

To Crod! to God! how eloquent 
The ciy, as if it grew, 
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By those cold lips unuttered, yet 

All heartfelt rising tfarou^, — 
<< Father in heaven! forgive them, for 

They know not what they do ! " 
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JOHH XBBLB. 

Jowpb of Aiimmtbea, aa honourable eoniueUor, which alio waited ibr the kingdom of God, 
eame, and went in boldly unto Pilate, and crared the body of Jesoa. And Pilate marvelled 
if he were already dead : and, caUing unto him the centurion, he aaked him whether he had 
been any while dead. And when he knew it of the centurion, he gave the body to Joeeph. 
And he bought fine linen, and took him down, and wrapped him in the linen, and laid him 
in a iepnlehre which waa hewn out of a rock, and rolled a itone unto the door of the se- 
pukhra.~BT. MuLK zy. 43^i6. 



At length the worst is o'er, and Thou art laid 

Deep in thy darksome bed; 
All still and cold beneath yon dreary stone 

Thy sacred form is gone ; 
Around those lips where power and mercy hung, 

The dews of death have clung ; 
The dull earth o'er Thee and thy foes around, 
Thou sleep'st a silent corse, in funeral fetters wound* 

n. 

Sleep'st Thou indeed? or is ihy spirit fled, 
At large among the dead? 

(168) 
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Whether in Eden bowers thy welcome voice 

Wake Abraham to rejoice. 
Or in some drearier scene thine eye controls 

The thronging band of souls ; 
Thaty as thy blood won earth, thine agony 
Mi^t set the shadowy realm from sin and sorrow free. 

m. 

Where'er Thou roam'st, one happy soul, we know, 

Seen. at thy ade in wo. 
Waits on ihy triumph — even as all the blest 

With him and Thee shall rest. 
Each on his cross, by Thee we hang a while, 

Watching ihy patient smile. 
Till we have learned to say, " 'Tis justly done 
Only in glory, Lobd, ihy sinful servant own.'' 

IV. 

Soon wilt Thou take us to ihy tranquil bower 

To rest one little hour, 
Till thine elect are number'd, and the grave 

Call ihee to come and save; 
Then on ihy bosom borne shall we descend. 

Again with earth to blend. 
Earth all refined with bri^t supernal fires. 
Tinctured with holy blood, and wing'd with pure desires. 



O come that day, when in this restless heart 
Earth shall resign her part, 

15 
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When in the grave with Thee vpy limbs shall rest, 

My soul with Thee be blest! 
But stay, presumptuous^-CBRisr with thee abides 

In the rock's dreary sides; 
He fix)m the stone will wring celestial dew. 
If but the prisoner's heart be fidthful found and true! 
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JOHN MILTON. 

And all the people that came together to that light, beboUUng the thingi wbkh were done, 
Binote their breatts and returned. —St. Loks zziii. 48. 



Erewhile of music, and ethereal mirth, 
Wherewith the stage of air and earth did ring, 
And joyous news of heavenly Infant's birth, 
My muse with angels did divide to sing; 
But headlong Joy is ever on the wing. 

In wintry solstice like the shortened light. 
Soon swaUow'd up in dark and long outUving night. 

n. 

For now to sorrow must I tune my song, 
And set my harp to notes of saddest wo, 
Which on our dearest Lord did seize ere long, 
Dangers, and snares, and wrongs, and worse than so, 
Which he for us did freely undergo: 

(171) 
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Most perfect Hero tried in heaviest pli^t. 
Of labours huge and hard, too hard for human wi^t! 

m. 

He sovran Priest stooping his regal head, 
That dropt with odorous oil down his fair eyes, 
Poor fleshy tabernacle entered, 
His stany front low-rooft beneath the skies, — 
O what a mask was there, what a disguise! 

Yet more ; the stroke of death he must abide, 
Then lies him meekly down fast by his brethren's side. 

IV. 

These latest scenes confine my roving verse, 
To this horizon is my Phoebus bound ; 
His godlike acts, and his temptations fierce. 
And former sufierings otherwise are found; 
Loud o'er the rest Cremona's trump doth sound: 

Me softer airs befit, and softer strings 
Of lute, or viol still, more apt for mournful things. 



Befiiend me. Night, best patroness of grief. 

Over the pole thy thickest mantle throw. 

And work my flatter'd fancy to belief. 

That Heav'n and Earth are colour'd with my wo: 

My sorrows are too daik for day to know: 

The leaves should all be black whereon I write, 
And letters where my tears have wash'd a wannish wiute. 
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VI. 

See, see the chariot, and those rushing wheels, 
That whirPd the prophet up at Chebar flood, 
My spirit some transporting cherub feels, 
To bear me where the tow'rs of Salem stood, 
Once glorious tow'rs, now sunk in gililtless blood, 

There doth my soul in holy visions sit 
In pensive trance, and anguish, and ecstatic fit 

vn. 

Mine eye hath found that sad sepulchral rock, 
That was the casket of Heaven's richest store. 
And here through grief my feeble hands up lock. 
Yet on the soften'd quarry would I score 
My plaining verse as lively as before; 

For sure so well instructed are my tears, 
That ihey would fitly fall in ordered characters. 

vm. 

Or should I ihence, hurried on viewless wing. 
Take up a weeping on the mountains wild. 
The gentle neighbourhood of grove and spring 
Would soon unbosom all their echoes mfld. 
And I (for grief is easily beguil'd) 

Might think th' infection of my sorrows loud 
Had got a race of mourners on some pregnant cloud. 

15* 
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MBS. HEMAlfS. 

And there wm Mary Magdalene, and the other Mary, litting over afainat the eepukhre. 
Now, upon the flrat day of the week, very early in the morning, they came unto the sepal- 
chre, bringing the apioei which they had prepared, and certain others with them. And they 
fbund the stone rolled away from the sepulchre. And entering in, they saw a youig man 
sitting on the right side, clothed in a long white garment, and they wer£ al&ighted. And he 
saith onto them, "Be not affrighted. Ye seek Jesus of Nazareth, who was crucified: he is 
risen : he is not here. Behold the place where they laid him.** Now when Jesns was lisan, 
early, the first day of the week, he appeared first to Mary Magdalene, out of whonl he had 
cast seven devils. Jesus saith unto her, " Woman, why weepest thou ? whom seekest thoa ?** 
She, supposing him to be the gardener, saith unto him, "Sir, if thou hast borne him hence, 
tell me where thou hast laid him, and I will take him away.** Jesus saith unto her, ** Mary.** 
She turned herself, and saith unto him, " Rabboni,** which is to say. Master. Jesus saith 
unto her, '• Touch me not, fbr I am not yet ascended to my Father ; but go to my brethren, 
and say unto them, I ascend unto my Father, and your Father; and to my God, and yoqr 
God.**— St. Mattbkw zzvii. 61 : St. Lukk xxiv. 1, 2; St. Maslk xvi. 5, 6, 9 ; St. Johm xx. 15, 
Ifi. 17. 

I. 

Like those pale stars of tempest hours, whose ^eam 

Waves calm and constant on the rocking mast, 
Such by the Cross doth your bright lingering seem, 

Daughters of Zion ! faithful to the last ! 

Ye, through the darkness o'er the wide earth cast 
By the death-cloud within the Saviour's eye. 

E'en till away the heavenly spirit passed, 
Stood in the shadow of his agony. 
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O blessed faith! a guiding lamp, that hour, 
Was lit for woman's heart; to her, whose dower 

Is all of love and suffering from her birth ; 
Still hath your act a voice — through fear, through strife, 

Bidding her bind each tendril of her life. 
To that which her deep soul hath proved of holiest worth. 

n. 

Weeper! to thee how bright a mom was given 

After thy long, long vigil of despair. 
When that high voice which burial rocks had riven, 

Thrilled with immortal tones the silent air! 
Never did clarion's royal blast declare 
Such tale of victory to a breathless crowd. 

As the deep sweetness of one word could bear. 
Into thy heart of hearts, O woman ! bowed 
By strong affection's anguish! — one low word — 

^^Mary!'*^ — and all the triumph wrung from death 
Was thus revealed! and thou that so hadst err'd, 

So wept and been forgiven, in trembling fedth 

Didst cast thee down before th' all-conquering Son, 
Awed by the mighty gift thy tears and love had won! 

ni. 

Then was a task of glory all thine own. 
Nobler than e'er the still small voice assigned 

To Ups in awful music making known 
The stormy splendours of some prophet's mind. 
"Christ is arisen!" by thee to wake mankind. 
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First from the sepulchre those words were brought! 

Thou wert to send the mighty rushing wind 
First on its way, with those high tidings frau^t — 
^^ Christ has arisen !^^ — Thou, ttou, the sin-enthralled. 
Earth's outcast. Heaven's own ransom'd one, wert call'd 
In human hearts to give that rapture birth; 

Oh! raised from shame to bri^tness! — there doth lie 

The tenderest meaning of His ministry, 
Whose undespairing love still own'd the spirit's worth. 
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THE LOVE OF MARY. 

THOMAS DALE. 
For Bbe loved much : but to whom little is forgiven, the same loveth little. — St. Luks vii. 47. 

I. 

Love is not of the Earth ! 

A ray that issued from the Throne of Heaven 
First warmed it into birth! 

And then to dwellers of the dust 'twas given ; 
Their pearl of price, their gem of peerless worth, 

Ere from blest Eden's shade their first frail Sire was driven. 

n. 

But love, the pure, the bright, 

Hath lost on earth its glory, and hath fled 
To its own realms of Light; 

Scarce lingering o'er the unforgotten dead, 
Where in the lonely place of tombs by ni^t, 

The mute, fond prayer is breathed — the silent tear is shed. 

(177) 
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in. 

Love is no more divine, 

Save when it seeks the Source whence first it came — 
Forsakes its mortal shrine, 

And, like the prophet, on a car of flame 
Mounts to the Holiest! Such, dear Saint! was thine, 

When thine expiring Lord endured the cross of shame! 

IV. 

Thou didst not heed the cry 

Of myriad voices, clamouring fierce for blood ; 
The truest turned to fly, — 

The boldest quailed, — but firm the weaker stood! 
Thy heart endured to watch his agony, 

Unawed by scoffing priests and warriors fierce of mood. 

V. 
Yea, when his parting groan 

'Smote, like Death's fearful summons, on thine ear. 
Thou didst not seek alone 

Idly to shed the fond yet firuitless tear; — 
By thee the last sad cares of love were shown — 

Composed the stiffening limbs, and spread the decent bier. 

VI. 

They laid him in the tomb — 

Thou followedst still — and morning's earliest ray 
And midnight's latest gloom 

Still found thee watching where the Saviour lay; 
The earth was there thy bed, the cave thy home. 

Till the sealed grave was rent — the stone was rolled away. 
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vn. 

The Victor Victim rose — 

And what, trae Saint, was then thy meet reward? 
The eye that watched his woes 

Was first to hail the rising of the Lord ! 
O when were tears so pure, so blest as those 

Which gashed, when at his feet she knelt — gazed — wept-^ 
adored! 
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THE WALK TO EMMAUS. 



THOMAS KAFTLBS. 

And they draw nigh unto the Tillage wldtber tbey went : and he made as thmi^ be would 
have gone further. Bot they oonitrained him, aaying, ** Abide with us ; fbr it is toward even- 
ing, and the day is flur spent.** And be went in to tarry with them. And it came to pass, as 
be sat at meat with them, be took bread, and blessed it, and brake, and gave to them. And 
their eyes wera opened, and they knew him; and be vanished out of their sight. And they 
said one to another, ** Did not our hearts bum within us, while be talked with us by the way, 
and while be opened to us theacriptures?**-~ST. Lnu zziv. S8-3S. 

I. 

Abide with us — the evening shades 

Begin already to prevail; 
And as the ling'ring twilight fades, 

Dark clouds along th' horizon sail. 

n. 

Abide with us- — the ni^t is chill; 

And damp and cheerless is the air: 
Be our companion, Stranger, stiD, 

And thy repose shall be our care. 

(180) 
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m. 

Abide with us — thy converse sweet 

Has well beguiled the tedious way; 
With such a friend we joy to meet, 

We supplicate thy longer stay. 

IV. 

Abide with us — for well we know 

Thy skill to cheer the gloomy hour, 
Like balm thy honeyed accents flow, — 

Our wounded spirits feel their power. 

V. 

Abide with us — and still unfold 

Thy sacred, thy prophetic lore; 
What wondrous things of Jesus told ! 

Stranger, we thirst, we pant for more. 

VI. 

Abide with us — and still converse 

Of Him who late on Calv'ry died, 
Of Him the prophecies rehearse ; 

He was our friend they crucifiea. 

vn. 

Abide with us — our hearts are cold, 
We thought that Israel heM restore; 

But sweet the truths thy lips have told. 
And, Stranger, we complain no more. 

16 
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vm. 

Abide with us — we feel the charm, 
That binds us to our unknown friend: 

Here pass the ni^t secure from harm, 
Here, Stranger, let thy wand'rings end. 

IX. 

Abide with us: — to their request 

The Stranger bows, with smiles divme; 

Then round the board the unknown guest 
And weary travellers recline. 

X. 

Abide with us-* amazed they cry, 
As suddenly, whilst breaking bread. 

Their own lost Jesus meets their eye, 
With radiant glory on his head! 

XI. 

Abide with us — thou heavenly Friend, 
Leave not thy followers thus alone: 

The sweet communion here must end, — 
The heavenly visitant is gone ! 
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MEETING OP THE DISCIPLES. 



At even, being the firit day of the week, the doors were thut where the diidplef i 
•embled, fbr fear of the Jews. ~ St. John xz. 19. 



"Are the gates sure.^ — is every bolt made fast.?- 

No dangerous whisper wandering through.? 
Dare we breathe calm, and, unalarmed, forecast 

Our calls to suffer or to do.?" 
ye of little faith! twelve hours ago, 

He whom ye mourn, by power unbound 
The bonds ye fear; nor sealed stone below 

Barred Him, nor mailed guards around. 

n. 

The Lord is risen indeed! His own have seen, 
They who denied, have seen His face 
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Weeping and spared. Shall loyal hearts not lean 
Upon his outstretched arm of grace ? 

Shine in your orbs, ye stars of Crop's new Heaven, 
Or gathered or apart, shine clear! 

Far, far beneath the opposing mists are driven, 
The Invisible is waiting near. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 




II ^irrtJittlitii nf (KjumaB. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE INCREDULITY OP THOMAS. 

loss LAHDON. 

But llkoiuai, one of the twelve, called Didymiu, was not with them when Jeaua cama. 
The other diaoiples therefore said unto him, "We have seen the Lord.** Bat he taid unto 
them, *' Except I shall see in his hands the prints of the nails, and pat my finger into the 
print of the nails, and thrust my hand into his side, I will not believe.** And after eight daft* 
again his disciples were within, and Thomas with them ; then came Jesus, the doors being 
shut, and stood in the midst, and said, '* Peace be unto you.** Then saith he to Thomas, 
" Beach hither thy finger, and behold my hands, and reach hither thy hand, and thrust it into 
my side : and be not faithless, but believing.** And Thomas answered and said unto him, 
** My Loid, andmy God.** Jesus saith unto him, •* Thomas, because thou hast seen me, thoa 
bast befieved: blessed are they that have not seen, and yet have believed.**~ST. Johm zx. 

Still doth that spirit linger upon earth; 
Still the vain doubt has in delusion birth. 
We hesitate, we cavil, we deny, 
And ask, though all things answer in reply; 
AH nature echQes with- one mighty Yes, 
And only man will not his God confess. 
Yet read him in his works, yon radiant sea, 
Glassing the heaven's blue tranquillity; 
Noon on the waters, noon within the skies. 
No cloud to shadow, and no wave to rise. 
Now is thy triumph, man, unroll the sail, 
Like the white meteor, glancing on the gale; 

16* (185) 
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Gro ride the billows, sweep before the wind, 
And say, this is the mastery of the mind : 
I gave those planks their shape to cut the seas, 
I taught that canvass how to catch the breeze, 
I guide the helm which tracks the pathless brine, 
The work of my own hands, the ship is mine. 

'Tis early evening, round the sinking sun 
The shadowy clouds have gathered one by one, 
The waves are running high, and o'er them sweep 
The spectral sea-birds, phantoms of the deep ; 
Over their pale white wings the surges break. 
And with the wild wind blends their wilder shriek. 
The mighty tempest rushes o'er the main 
With thunder, and with lightning, and with rain. 
The strong ship trembles; to the deep they throw 
The thunder that was destined for the foe. 
The tall mast falls, as once before it fell, 
"When came the woodman to the forest dell. 
In vain, the billows whelm the sinking prow; 
0, man, sui; thou the lord of ocean now? 

But let us trace him in some milder form 
Than the dread lessons of the sea and storm ; 
It is the end of March, and, over earth. 
Sunshine is calling beauty into birth. 
There is a fragrance on the soft warm air; 
For many the sweet breaths now floating there. 
The snowdrop is departed, that pale child. 
Which at the spring's bright coming seems exiled. 
Cold, like a flower carved on a funeral stone. 
Bom with the snows, and with the snows is gone. 
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And, in its place, daisies, rose-touch'd, unfold — 

Small fairies, bearing each a gift of gold ; 

And violets, Iflce a young child's eyes of blue ; 

Ah, spring and childhood only know that hue; 

The violet wears a dimmer shade; the eye 

Grows tear-stained, as the year and life pass by. # 

But now the wheat and grass are green, therein 

The grasshopper and lark their nests begm; 

The purple clover round them, like a bower. 

Now doth the apple tree put forth its flower, 

Lined with &int crimson; the laburnum bends 

'Neath the bright gold that from each bough descends: 

Her graceful foliage forth the ash has flung; 

The aspen trembles: are its leaves so young 

That the sweet wind doth scare them, though it bear 

No ruder breath than flowers breathe through the air? 

A lulling sound where thyme and wild-heaths blow. 

Tells that the bee has there its Mexico. 

One note of natural music, that which now 

Haunts the deep grass, the sky, the brook, the bough. 

Deep in the woodland sits the thrush and sings. 

The sunshine dancing on its dusky wings, 

When the wind stirs the branches, and a ray 

Lights the dim glades scarce conscious of the day. 

Are not these beautiful, these hours which bring 

Its leaves and flowers, its breath and bloom to spring? 

And yet, proud man, what hast thou here to do? 

Owes it one leaf, one breath, one bloom to you? 

Almighty Grod ! and if thou couldst depart. 
And leave no image in the darken'd heart, 
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What hope would be for earth, to soothe or save^ 
Life, a brief struggle ending in the grave. 
No soul to elevate our wretched dust, 
No &ith to triumph in its sacred trust, 
First fever, then oblivion, and the tomb. 
Eternal and unconquerable gloom. 
"Lord, we believe, help thou our unbelief." 
Let there be hope in toil, and joy in grief; 
Teach us on nature's glorious face to look, 
As if it were thine own immortal book ; 
Teach us to read thee in thy works, and find 
There evidence of thine Almighty mind. 
Keep us, till in the grave, with hope divine, 
We sink, rejoicing that we now are thine. 
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THE FISHERMEN OP TIBERIAS. 

HENRY B. HIBST, AUTHOR OP ** ENDTMIOW, " ETC. 

There were together Simon Peter, and Thomas, called Didymus, and Nathanael of Cana in 
Galilee, and tlie sons of Zebedee, and two other of his disciples. Simon Peter saith onto 
them, " I go a fisliing. *' They say unto him, " We also go with thee. '* They went forth, 
and entered into a ship inmiediately, and that night they caught nothing. But when the 
morning was now come, Jesus stood on the shore ; but the disciples knew not that it was 
Jesus. Then Jesus saith unto them, "Children, have ye any meat ? " They answered him 
*• No. '* And he said unto them, *• Cast the net on the right side of the ship, and ye shall find.** 
They cast therefore ; and now they were not able to draw it for the multitude of fishes. 
Therefore that disciple whom Jesus lored saith unto Peter, •« It is the Lord.'* —St. John zxi 

Night, throned on sombrous clouds, sat, royally 
Ruling the realms of air — alone she sat. 
For, pallid with their watch, the stars had sunk 
And lay in slumber, curtained by the mists, — 
The pallid mists of the awakening day. 
The moon had waned: and all was gathering gloom 
And solemn silence — silence! still as death, 
Save when the moaning of the sleepless sea — 
The sea that groaned like one who lies alone 
Sick, feeble, helpless, petulant with his pain — 
Arose monotonously to her quiet ear. 
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A bark lay rocking on the waves. For hours 
The sea had broken on her bow; and lulled 
By the eternal sameness of the sound, 
Her crew lay slumbering. 

Slowly in the east 
A mellow haze crept o'er the sleeping sky, 
Faintly at first, and gray ; but soon it bore 
Another aspect, and a roseate blush 
Brightened the cheek of mom. 

The crew arose. 
And sad and wearily put forth their nets. 
For they were fishers ; but in vain — in vain — 
And they desponded. From the dusk of eve. 
And through the night had they pursued their toil 
Alone — alone upon that silent sea! 
And now day woke, and they had not withal 
To break their fasts. 

"Come, brothers, once again," 
Said Simon Peter, "once again throw forth. 
For why should we despond ? we can but die ; 
And dying, we shall sooner claim the crown 
For which we strive. Our perils are but spurs 
To urge us onward. What though we are driven 
Like beasts before the hunter, hiding us 
In dens like them: — they chasten us, these woes! 
And suffering them we shall the worthier be 
To suffer like our Master! Once again 
Courage and throw!'* 

They rose and threw the nets. 
When, as before, they drew them to the land 
They were again as empty as before: 
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And munnuring sore they sat them down in wo. 
Day now had risen, and, as from the shore 
The floating mists were lifted, wave o'er wave, 
To wane in air, upon the sands there stood 
A man of stately presence — one, whose brow 
Bore on its breadth a more than mortal grace, 
And more than mortal seemed he as he stood 
There, with the radiance of the rising sun 
Trembling and fluttering on his golden hair. 
When they beheld him, they in fear beheld, 
Trembling and pale, for they knew not but that 
The stranger was a spy, who sought to give 
Their forms to stripes, to prison, and to death. 
But when his voice, loud, clear and clarion-like. 
Fell on their ears, saying, — "My children, lo! 
Have ye of meat ? " their fear dropt from them, as 
The scales in old fell from the leper's limbs, 
And in their joy they spake — joy mixed with grief: 
"Alas! no, Master, no: meat we have none." 
Once more the stately stranger: "Cast again 
Your nets, and on the right side of the ship. 
And ye shall find!" 

And lo! they cast again. 
And, when they strove to raise their nets, they saw 
That they were full, so full they could not lift 
The unwonted weight, and, pausing for a breath, 
They leant in silence, wondering! Then said John, 
He whom the Saviour, when alive, most loved, 
**It is the Lokd!" 

O! sufiering souls that strive, 
Be not borne down by sorrow; look aloft, 
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For mom will come, and with the mom comes joy. 
The feeble only fail, the weak in heait, 
The soft of soul ; the strong are ever strong, 
And, like the eagle, spread their nervous wings. 
And through the storm, unheeding rain or snow. 
The thunder's crashing or the lightning's flash. 
Soar to the skies; so shall it be with ye. 
Look upward, striving ever, and your goal 
Is glorious Eden by God's golden throne. 
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••LOVEST THOU ME?** 

IAMBS MONTOOMEBT, 

Wben they bad dined, Jeme Mitli to Simon Peter, •* Simon, ton of Jonas, loveet tlioa me 
more than theie 7 '* He saith unto him, **Tea, Lord ; thou Icnowest that I love thee.** Ha 
■aith onto him, ** Feed my lambe.** He laith to him again the second time, ** Simon, son of 
Jonas, lovest tboa me ? ** He saith unto him," Vea, Lord ; thou knowest that 1 love thee } ** 
He saith unto him, " Feed my sheep.** He saith unto him the third time, ** Simon, son of 
Jonas, lovest thou me 7 '* Peter was grieved, because he said unto him the third time, lovest 
thou me 7 And he said unto him, ** Lord, thou knowest all things ; thou knowest that I love 
thee.** Jesus saith unto him, " Feed my sheep.**— St. Johm xxi. 15-17. 

"Lovest thou me?" I hear my Saviour say: 

Would that my heart had power to answer — "Yea; 

Thou knowest all things, Lord, in heaven above, 

And earth beneath; Thou knowest that I love." 

But 'tis not so; in word, in deed, in thought, 

I do not, cannot love thee as I ought; 

Thy love must give that power, thy love alone; 

There's nothing worthy of thee but thine own ; 

Lord, with the love wherewith thou lovedst me. 

Reflected on thyself, I would love thee. 

17 
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THE RESURRECTION. 



lOHir KBBU. 

knd tt eane to piM, white Iw b l ened them, he wm parted from them, and wai cuiiednp 

hMvea. And when he had ipoken these thinga, white they behdd, he waa takan up; 

1 a ctead raeaivad him oat of their al^it«— 0r. Loxa zziT. 51 ; Aon i. 9. 



Soft doud, that while the breeze of May 
Chaunts her glad matins in the leafy arch, 

Draw'st thy bright veil across the heavenly way. 
Meet pavement for an angel's glorious march: 

n. 

My soul is envious of mine eye. 
That it should soar and glide with thee so fieust, 

The while my grovelling thoughts half buried lie, 
Or lawless roam around this earthly waste. 

in. 

Chains of my heart, avaunt, I say — 
I will arise, and in the strength of love 

Pursue the bright track ere it fade away. 
My Saviour's pathway to his home above. 
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IV. 



Sure, when I reach the point where earth 
Melts into nothing from th' incumbered sight, 

Heaven will overcome th' attraction of my birth. 
And I shall sink in yonder sea of light : 



Till resting by th' incarnate Lord, 
Once bleeding, now triumphant for my sake, 
I mark him, how by seraph hosts adored 
He to earth's lowest cares is still awake. 

VI. 

The sun and every vassal star, 
AU space beyond the soar of angel wings, 

Wait on his word: and yet he stays his car 
For every sigh a contrite suppliant brings. 

VII. 

He listens to the silent tear 
For all the anthems of the boundless sky — 

And shall our dreams of music bar our ear 
To his soul-piercing voice for ever nigh? 

vra. 

Nay, gracious Saviour-— but as now 
Our thoughts have traced Thee to thy glory-throne, 

So help us evermore with Thee to bow 
Where human sorrow breathes her lowly moan. 



Digitized by 



Google 



IM THE RESURRECTION. 

IX. 

We must not stand too gaze too long, 
Thou^ on unfolding Heaven our gaze we bend. 

Where lost behind the bright angelic throng 
We see Christ's entering triumph slow ascend. 



No fear but we shall soon behold, 
Faster than now it fades, that gleam revive, 
When issuing from his cloud of fiery gold 
Our wasted firames feel the true sun, and live. 

XI. 

Then shall we see Thee as Thou art. 
For ever fix'd in no unfiruitful gaze. 

But such as lifts the new created heart, 
Age after age, in worthier love and praise. 
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THE CLOUDS, 

And when he had ffpolreii theie thin^, whils they bcibeldc ba was ittketi up : and a eloud 
received him out of Ihetr aight. And while thejf Locikeil steadfii^tly tbwsird heaveu aji he 
went tip, be^hold.two misn stood by them in white apparel ; which alpo Raid, "Ye man of 
Gali!oi?p wby itand ye Rasing up into henTen ; this saine JesUP, width ia t^vn ap from you 
iiito heflTen, ehsU aa coma ia tike maimer ai ye have aesn lum go loto hflavea.*^ — Autn h 

I CANNOT look above and see 

Yon high-piled pillowy mass 
Of eYening cloudSj so swimmingly, " 

In gold and purple pass, , 

And think not, Lordj how Thou wast seen \ 

On IsraePs desert way 
Before them, in thy shadowy screen, 

Pavilioned all the day! 

IL 

Or, of those robes of gorgeous hue, ^ 

Which the Redeemer wore, 
When, ravished from his followers' view, 

Aloft bis flight he bore. 



Digitized by 



Google 



108 THE CLOUDS. 

When lifted, as on mighty wing, 

He curtained his ascent, 
And wrapped in clouds, went triumphing 

Above the firmament. 

in. 

Is it a trail of that same pall 

Of many-coloured dyes, 
That high above, o'er-mantling all, 

Hangs midway down the skies — 
Or borders of those sweeping folds 

Which shall be all unftu*led 
About the Saviour, when he holds 

His judgment on the world ? 

IV. 

For in like manner as he went,— 

My soul, hast thou forgot? — 
Shall be his terrible descent, 

When man expecteth not! 
Strength, Son of man, against that hour, 

Be to our i^irits given. 
When thou shalt come again with power. 

Upon the clouds of heaven ! 
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JOHR KEBLE. 

And when tbe day of Pentecost was fUUy come, they were all with one accord in one 
place. And taddenly there came a sound flrom heaven, as of a rushing mighty wind, and jl 
illed all the house wliere they were sitting. And there appeared unto them cloven tongnei, 
like aa of lira and it sat upon each of them: and they were all filled with the Holy Gtaoit, 
and began to speak with other tongues, as the Spirit gave them utterance.— Acts, ii. 1-4. 



My Saviour, can it ever be 

That I should gain by losing Thee.? 

The watchful mother tarries nigh 

Though sleep have closed her infant's eye, 

For should he wake, and find her gone. 

She knows she could not bear his moan. 

But I am weaker than a child. 

And Thou art more than mother dear; 
Without Thee, Heaven were but a wild: 

How can I live without Thee here.? 

(199) 
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11. 

" *Ti8 good for you, that I should go, 
You lingering yet awhile below;" — 
'Tis thine own gracious promise, Lord! 
Thy saints have proved the faithful word. 
When Heaven's bright boundless avenue 
Far openM on their eager view, 
And homeward to thy Father's throne, 

Still lessening, brightening on their sight, 
Thy shadowy car went soaring on; 

They track'd Thee up th' abjrss of light. 

in. 

Thou bid'st rejoice ; they dare not mourn, 
But to their home in gladness turn. 
Their home and God's, that favour'd place, 
Where still he shines on Abraham's race. 
In prayers and blessings there to wait 
Like suppliants at their monarch's gate. 
Who bent with bounty rare to aid 

The splendours of his crowning day,- 
Keeps back awhile his largess, made 

More welcome for that brief delay : 

IV. 

In doubt they wait, but hot unblest; 
They doubt not of their Master's rest. 
Nor of the gracious will of Heaven— 
Who gave his Son, sure all has given — 
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But in ecstatic awe they muse 

What course the genial stream may choose, 

And far and wide their fancies rove, 

And to their height of wonder strain, 
What secret miracle of love 

Should make their Saviour's going gain. 



The days of hope and prayer are past, 
The day of comfort dawns at last. 
The everlasting gates again 
Roll back, and lo! a royal train — 
From the far depth of light once more 
The floods of glory earthward pour : 
They part like shower-drops in mid air. 

But ne'er so soft fell noontide shower, 
Nor evening rainbow gleam'd so fair 

To weaiy swains in parched bower. 

VI. 

Swiftly and straight each tongue of flame 

Through cloud and breeze unwavering came, 

And darted to its place of rest 

On some meek brow, of Jesus blest 

Nor &des it yet, that living gleam. 

And still those lambent lightnings stream; 

Where'er the Lord is, there are they; 

In every heart that gives them room, 
They lig^t His altar every day. 

Zeal to inflame, and vice consume. 
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vn. 

Soft as the plumes of Jesus' Dove 
They nurse the soul to heavenly lore: 
The struggling spark of good within, 
Just smother'd in the strife of sin, 
They quicken to a timely glow, 
The pure flame spreading high and low. 
Said I, that prayer and hope were o'er? 

Nay, blessed Spirit! but by Thee 
The Church's prayer finds wings to soar, 

The Church's hope finds eyes to see. 

vm. 

Then, Minting soul, arise and sing: 

Mount, but be sober on the wing; 

Mount up, for Heaven is won by prayer; 

Be sober, for thou art not there; 

Till Death the weary spirit firee, 

Thy God hath said, 'Tis good for thee 

To walk by faith and not by sight: 

Take it on trust a little while; 
Soon shalt thou read the mystery right. 

In the full sunshine of His smile. 

IX. 

Or if thou yet more knowledge crave. 
Ask thine own heart, that willing slave 
To all that works thee wo or harm ; 
Shouldst thou not need some mighty charm 
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To win thee to thy Sayiour's side, 
Though He had deign'd with thee to bide? 
The Spirit must stir the darklmg deep, 

The Dove must settle on the Cross, 
Else we should all sin on or sleep 

With Christ in si^t. turning our gain to loss. 
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moscoi. 
t's «] 

Now the last sle^. 
Last of his earthly slumbers, gently sealed 
The Saviour's eyes. In heavenly peace it came, 
Descending fix)m the sanctuary of Grod 
In the still softness of the evening air. 
The Saviour slept, and Selia meanwhile 
To the assembly with these words approached. 
Say who are they, whose eyes, bedimmed with grief. 
Silent ascend the mountain? sorrow's hand 
Their fece has touched, yet harmed not, — ever such 
The grief of nobler souls ; haply some friend 
Wrapt in the silent arms of death they mourn. 
Their like in virtue. Then the seraph thus: 
Those are the holy twelve, O Selia, 
Chosen by the Mediator! Happy we. 
Their guardians and their friends. 'Tis ours to hear 
Their mighty Master, when with sacred love 
His heavenly thou^ts he speaks; in eloquence 
Majestic, opens heavenly mysteries. 
Calls fix)m the skies immortal virtue down. 
To walk the earth, and to eternal life 

(204) 
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Moulds the responsive heart. Deep knowledge thence 

We draw, while his bright precepts prompt our souls 

To highest adoration! Selia, 

In daily contemplation shouldst thou mark 

His noble friendship, life illustrious 

In Grod's own eyes, thy soul would overflow 

With joy ! delighting even to angel ears 

The converse of his followers, when of Him 

They oft rejoicing speak! as spirits in Heaven 

Each other love, so Jesus they. I oft 

Have 'midst our bright beatitudes declared. 

And now proclaim, I would that I were bom 

Of Adam's race ! yea, subject even to death. 

Could death be sinless! then more worthily 

My Saviour should I honour, dearer love 

My mortal brother ; joyful then for him 

Would die, who died for me; while flowed. in death 

My guiltless blood, and sank my dying eyes. 

Him would I praise; my latest sobs, my last 

Faint sigh, harmonious as Eloa's strains. 

Should reach the Almighty's ear! Then, Selia, thou 

With viewless hands shouldst close my dying eyes, 

And to Grod's throne my fleeting spirit bear! 

Then Selia spake. My heart like thine is moved 
Man's mortal form to assume! Illustrious band. 
Friends of the Mediator ; worthy life 
Immortal, whom as brethren Jesus loves! 
On golden seats, fast by the living throne. 
Hereafter shall ye sit, and judge the earth, 
With all her kings! Their names, O seraph, speak, 
Recorder in the book of life. Him first 

18 
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Tell who with eager and inquiring eye 

Seeks Jesus in the shadowy grove ; resolve, 

And in his visage courage reigns; O tell 

What noble thoughts inspire bis ardent soul? 

Him name I Simon Peter, answered then 

Orion, of the mightiest he! To him 

The Mediator me a guardian chose: 

Well has thy tongue described him, but shouldst thou 

Behold him listening to the words of Christ, 

Or far from him, under my watchful eye. 

In slumber wrapt, vAaie visions bright from Grod 

Pass o'er him, then diviner wouldst thou name 

His feeling heart. To his disciples once 

Jesus thus spoke, Whom think ye that I am? 

" Thou art the Christ ! " Peter in transport cried, 

" Son of the living Grod ! " Seraph, we too 

Shed at. the blissful words consenting tears : 

Yet would that from the Saviour's mouth I ne'er 

Had heard these words, ^^Thou sbalt deny me thrice!" 

6 words of wo ! Peter, upon thy heart 

Prophetic M they not ? Yet boldly then 

Thou criedst, My God and my Redeemer ne'er 

Will I abjure! Yet Jesus spake again, 

Thou shalt deny me thrice! O didst thou know 

How sinks my heart in sorrow at the thought, 

Death wouldst thou rather meet than thus betray, 

In base dishonour, thine immortal Lord! 

Even as these fatal words he spoke, there shone 

fii Jesus' eyes the beams of heavenly grace ; 

And shall thy tongue abjure him? Selia heard 

Orion's words, and tender wo transpierced 
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The seraph's heart! Oh! ne'er, Orion, ne'er 
Will he renounce his Saviour and his Grod; 
Those features speak a heart of steadfast truth ! 

But who is yon, upon whose manly fix)nt 
Virtue exulting sits, with scornful hate 
Of vice, and unappeasable wrath 'gainst those 
Who God blaspheme? Is he not Simon's friend, 
That thus familiar, with a brother's love, 
He greets him? Sefila then, his angel, spoke. 
Thou didst not err, O seraph; Andrew he. 
And Simon's brother; from their earliest youth 
Watch'd by Orion's eye and mine, they led 
Their gentle lives together. In the hour 
Of infancy, when in their mother's arms 
They lay enclasped, I formed my favourite's soul 
For that blest love which Christ shall sanctify. 
A follower of the prophet, Jesus him 
Found by the Jordan stream. Still in his ear 
The voice that told of an approaching God 
Resounded, when with eyes angelic bright 
Jesus beheld and called him: his pure breast 
With heavenly fire was filled, as forth he went 
His Lord divine to greet! 

Libaniel now. 
Guardian of Philip, spoke. Him whom thou seest 
With the two brothers in fond firiendship joined, 
Is Philip. On his placid face there dwells 
A smile compassionate, and his heart throbs 
With love to all the brotherhood of man! 
Upon his lips sweet eloquence hath Grod 
Bestowed. As dews distil at dawn from heaven, 
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As odours from the olive flow, so flow 
The words from Philip's tongue. 

Selia again: — 
But who is yon, with meditative step, 
That walks beneath the cedars? In his face 
Glows noblest thirst of fame. As one he steps 
Of &ose bri^t spirits, who to future times 
Their labours consecrate; whose living songs 
From son to son, from race to race, descend; 
Whose famie overleaps earth's clime, from star to star 
Unbounded soaring; in the praise of God 
Who strike the lyre, while angels join the strain 
Applauding! Then Adona, seraph, spoke. 
Him whom thou seest is James of Zebedee ! 
His wise ambition unto heaven aspires. 
And in the congregation of all men 
Before the judgment-seat, in the dread day 
Of resurrection, to be deemed of God 
And of lus Christ worthy the seat of bliss! 
To this diviner spirit less renown 
Were ignominy! as from far he saw 
His Saviour, filled with rapturous joy, he sped 
To greet him, as before the eternal throne 
He would have hailed him. Erst on Tabor's hill 
I saw him, when the messengers of God, 
Elias and Moses, to Messiah came 
Descending. Grorgeous clouds encompassed all 
The mount, and glorified the Saviour stood. 
Bright as the mid-day sun his countenance! 
His robes of silver light ! Then, as of old, 
Aaron, the high-priest, to the sanctuary 
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Hastened, to see Grod's glory, and the seat 
Of mercy, and the ark; so hastened James, 
Chosen for this bright vision, in the call 
Thrice honoured. Of the twelve, first martyr he. 
So tell the prescient leaves: soon shall he tread 
A fairer clime, rejoicing, and his soul 
Rest in appeased bliss ! 

Him whom thou there 
Behold'st, Megiddon, his good angel, said. 
Is Simon the Canaanite, erewhile 
On Sharon's plain a shepherd. From the fields 
The Saviour called him. By the gentle course 
Of his unspotted life, he won the love 
Of Jesus, and with single heart -he serves 
His Lord; when wearied once the Saviour came 
To his low roof, in haste the fatted lamb 
He slew, and waited on his Lord in joy. 
Blessed thus to see Grod's prophet at his board. 
The Saviour gladly ate, as once he ate 
At Amri with the angels, in the house 
Of Abraham. Come, shepherd, follow me. 
The Saviour spoke, and to thy comrades leave 
Thy tender flocks ; for I am he of whom. 
When yet a boy by Bethlehem's fount, thou heard'st 
The angels sing! 

Yonder my chosen walks. 
Seraph Adoram spake; behold the son 
Of Alpheus, James, in whose still face is seen 
Self-ruling virtue, more by deeds than &me 
Ennobled. In the eyes of Grod to stand 
Approved, his only aim; all otherwise 

18* 
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Reckless of mortal, or immortal praise. 

Umbial then spoke. Yon Thomas, solitary, 
Seeks the umbrageous grove; fervent his soul, 
While rapid in his mind thoughts rise on thou^ts. 
Overflowing as the boundless sea. Erewhile 
In the dark realm of Sadducean dreams 
He wandered, but the heavenly miracles 
Wrought by the hand of his redeemmg Lord 
Reclaimed his fidth. The labyrinth of doubt 
He left, and came to Jesus: yet for him 
His Lord were fearful> had not nature joined 
To his quick spirit deepest truth of heart, 
And virtue eminent! 

There Matthew walks. 
Said Bildai; upon the idle lap 
Of luxury nursed, devoted by his sure 
To win the world's wealth, vtrith the grovelling crew 
Who quench the immortal spirit in the chase 
Of riches, bent the ever-swelling hoard 
To accumulate. But when he Jesus saw, 
A nobler being dawned upon. his soul! 
Messiah called! he followed, and resigned 
To earthly hearts the lust of gold! So called 
To seal his country's freedom by his death. 
The hero his fair consort's arms forsakes. 
And hastens to the field, where God stands armed 
In terror 'gainst the unjust! But him not fame. 
But the imploring voice of innocence 
And suffering freedom, call ! The joyful tongues 
Of a hlest people hail him on his way. 
And pity, hovering o'er the bloody war. 
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Directs his hand, while heaven approving smiles. 

Seraph Siona then. Yon pious aage, 
With hoary head, is my Bartholomew! 
Friendship adorns his life, and in his breast 
Virtue in native beauty reigns, and wins, 
From his example fair, the hearts of men ! 
Many throu^ him shall to the fold of Christ 
Be gathered, and with wonder shall behold 
The martyr, bleeding in the pangs of death. 
Like a bright seraph on his murderers smile. 

heavenly friends, wash from his face the blood 
In that sad hour, that all his farewell look 

May share, converted to the Son of God! 

That youth, so mute and pale, then Elim said, 
Is my Lebbeus. His sweet spirit breathes 
All gentleness. As in those upper climes. 
The abode of souls, ere yet called down to earth, 

1 sought his spuit, in a lonely vale 

I found him, where a stream, soft swelling, made 
A melancholy music, like a voice 
Of wo, if wo in that delicious clime 
Were ever known. 'Twqp there, as angels tell, 
The seraph Abbadona wept, as once 
He passed from Eden, and fair Eve beheld. 
Mourning her hapless doom. There, too, as well 
Ye know, the seraphs oft lament o'er those 
Who in their youthful mom bright promise made 
Of virtue, but, by pleasure's smile seduced. 
Shatter the buds of early hope, thence doomed 
To ceaseless wo, while angels mourn their &11 
With tears unwept^ of mortals. Here I found 
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The soul of my Lebbeus, in thin clouds 

Envdoped, and in deep sensation thriUed, 

Ijjstening the pensive murmurs, murmurs mute 

To earthly beings, yet the mournful sound 

Impressed his mortal frame, true to the tone 

Of its celestial essence. Him I bore 

To earth, laid in the soft lap of a cloud 

Of morning. There, within a grove of palms, 

His mother bore him; from their waving tops 

Descending all unseen, the tender babe 

I fanned with cooling gales. But even then 

He shed, in more than mortal bitterness. 

Those tears which earth's frail children, at their birth. 

Weep, in sad presage of their future death ! 

Compassionate in his youth, to every wo 

Of man, and sorrow of his friend. So thus 

He lived with Jesus. O'er him shall I grieve 

When his Redeemer dies; that dreadful hour 

Shall fill him with dismay. O Saviour then 

Thy pitying hand extend, and bid him live! 

Lo! where he comes, with silent steps entranced 

In grief; here, seraph, may'st thou him behold, 

Of men the gentlest he ; and as be spoke. 

Approached the mild Lebbeus. The bri^t throng 

Of Spirits to the mortal's steps gave way. 

Opening their ranks, as move the vernal winds 

Before the sad voice of the nightingale. 

That mourns her ravished young ; then closed they swift. 

Encompassing him, like a band of men 

Touched at a brother's wo. But he the while 

Who deemed himself all solitary, poured 
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His soul in bitter anguish, o'er his head 

Smiting his trembling hands. ^^Ah me! no more 

I find him; one sad day, two mournful nights, 

Are sped, and yet he comes not; in their toils 

Him have his impious pursuers bound. 

Wretched survivor! Shall I live, while death 

Overtakes thee, Jesus ? Sinners, in thy blood, 

O son of God, have their red hands imbrued. 

Thou diest, and I am far, and may not catch 

Thy parting breath, or press thy closing eyes! 

Where, traitors, have ye slain him? to what field. 

To what wild desert waste, what sepulchre, 

'Midst the cold dead, have your hands borne him, then 

Robbed him of life ? O heavenly firiend, thou liest 

Pale and disfigured, 'midst the dreary graves! 

Silent thine angel smile, and quenched the light 

Of thine eyes' bright compassion ! far away. 

Thy fnends lament! would that this bursting heart 

Mi^t throb no more, that my sad spirit, steeped 

In deepest wo, might sink like yonder cloud 

In death's dark night. Despair o'erwhelms my soul. " 

So mourned he, and his gentle senses fell 
In sleep resolved; while EUm o'er him waved. 
Soft shadowing, the olive's tenderest boughs; 
Then, all unseen, bade breathe delicious airs 
Of heaven tpon his face, and o'er his head 
Shed life and balmy rest. He slept, and saw, 
Such power the seraph inspired, in holy dream 
The Mediator, Grodlike, o'er him pass. 

With tearful eyes, and looks compassionate, 
SeUa hung o'er him, when one came in sight. 
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Ascending, near the graves. name me yon. 
The seraph said, who upon the mountain comes 
Majestic towards us? O'er his shoulders broad 
Thick flow his raven tresses; stem his face 
In manly beauty ; in his stature tall, 
His fellows all surpassing, and his steps 
With dignity pre-eminent! yet, friends. 
Within his soul there dwells, if err I not, 
Disquietude; not that the abode, methinks. 
Of honour, yet is he chosen, and shall come 
With Christ to judge the earth! ye ^eak not yet! 
Still are ye silent, heavenly friends? your souls 
With sorrow have I filled at this surmise. 
Forgive me that I erred! and thou forgive. 
Holy disciple, and repress thy wrath! 
I will atone for this, when thou shalt come, 
A martyr in full glory to the heavens! 
With tender fiiendship will I hail thee then. 
Before these seraphs, and absolve my fiiult. 

Then to the seraph with deep sighs, and hands 
He wrung for grief, Ithuriel turned and spoke: 
Must I then answer thee, my friend? alas, 
Eternal silence, for my grief, thy peace. 
Were preferable. Yet must I speak? 
Iscariot is he whom thou seest: 'these tears 
I would not shed, and would unmoved behold, 
And shun in holy scorn the reprobate. 
Had not Messiah in his early heart 
Virtue instilled, and he had led his youth 
In innocence, and him had Jesus deetned 
Worthy our guardianship. But he, alas — 
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Yet here I pause, nor add fresh grief to grief! 

Remember'st thou when, near the throne of God, 

Of the disciples' souls, and of their birth, 

We spoke, Eloa, at the nod of him. 

The Judge of all, descended mournfully ; 

And of the golden thrones which to the twelve 

Were given, one with a cloud obscured; this was 

The cause, and t!hat Iscariot's darkened throne. 

Then with veiled countenance, in silent wo, 

Grabriel passed o'er me in the dreadful hour 

His wretched mother Judas bore. Ah! well 

Hadst thou been never bom, nor of thy soul 

Seraph had ever heard, outcast of God ! 

Then hadst thou ne'er the friendship of thy Lord, 

And the high calling of his saints pro£med ! 

Ithuriel ^ake, and stood with downcast eyes, 

Drooping before the seraph. Selia then — 

Thou loaA'st my heart with grief, and a cold shade. 

Like twilight, dims my eyes ! and of the twelve 

Shall one, and thine Iscariot, profime 

The sacred call? This had the immortals ne'er 

Conjectured, nor for sorrow e'er had uttered. 

Say what his crime? and whence the high dishonour 

To Jesus, and to thee, and all the blest? 

Ithuriel, speak freely, though my heart 

Fail at thy words. O seraph, secret pride 

Hath thus his heart revolted: John he hates. 

Since he of all most honour fit>m his Lord 

Hath won ! His Lord himself he hates, though scarce 

His heart avows it; in unhappy hour. 

Deep in his soul, thou^ once so pure, dire thirst 
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Of gold found entrance. Blinded thus, he deems 

To John 'twill be vouchsafed first to behold 

The Mediator's kingdom, and the rich 

First-firuits thereof to gather. This have I 

Oft heard him in his solitary walks 

Lament; and once, — long will the horrid sight 

Idve in my eyes, and steep my heart in wo, — 

I saw him through Benhinnon's valtey pass. 

Thought racked his mind with impious widies filled. 

Joyless, in meditation sad I stood. 

And, as I raised my eyes, Satan beheld 

Departing firom Iscariot. Me he passed 

With bitter scorn, and condescending smile. 

Contemptuous. Now is Judas' heart so torn 

By passion's gust, some dreadful deed I fear 

May hurl him to perdition! God of light! 

Oh that thine awfiil hand on hell's dark rock 

Had Satan bound in adamantine gyves, * 

That the immortal spirit, formed for life 

Eternal, fi*om her sad revolt might now 

Return, that worthy of her heavenly birth. 

And the creating voice of God which breathed 

Her immortality, and called her forth 

To the discipleship, invincible 

She mi^t arise, and like a seraph bright 

Amid the dreadful panoply of Heaven 

Abash the grim destroyer! 

Selia then. — 
Ithuriel, what deems the Mediator 
Of his lost follower ? His benignant eye 
Yet bends he on him? Doth he love him still? 
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How manifest his heart compassionate? 

Selia, thou urgest me, Ithuriel said, 
And I must all confess, else better hid, 
Even from the angels! Jesus loves him still! 
With God-like friendship, not with emply words. 
But looks of fervent love, as late he sate. 
With his disciples, at the fiiigal board 
Familiar, to Iscariot he spoke: 
Alas! thou wilt betray me! Lo, where now 
Judas approaches us, no more these eyes 
Shall view the traitor. Seraph, let us haste. 
So spake Ithuriel, and fled; and him 
Sella in sorrow followed ; nor remained 
John's sacred angel, Salem, a bri^t youth; 
For Jesus to his loved disciple John 
Had given two holy guardians, Raphael, 
One of the seraphs, the chief. 

Now hastening, sped 
To Jesus midst the tomb, Ithuriel, 
And Sella, and them, with looks of joy. 
Soon Salem joined, and held them in embrace 
Of tenderness ; soft glowed his countenance. 
Serene in gladness, and his forehead fair 
Beamed with immortal light; and as the gates 
Of the loved morning in the tide of spring 
Opening, fresh incense breathe, so from his mouth 
Fell the soft words, in sweetest eloquence. 

Seraphs, no more lament, for midst yon tombs, 
Near Jesus, stands his loved disciple, John! 
Behold him, and forget Iscariot! 
As an immortal, by his Lord he walks! 

19 
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His Lord to him his heart divine unveils, 

And oft with him sweetest communion holds; 

As Gabriel and Eloa's friendship, or 

The love \rfiich Abdiel, Abbadona bore, 

While yet he lived in God's allegiance; 

Such is the love Messiah bears to John! 

Nor he unworthy, for no fairer spirit 

On mortal man by the Creator's breath 

Was e'er bestowed, than the unspotted soul 

Of this disciple ; the immortal birth 

I witnessed, while bright bands of seraphim 

Thus bade sweet welcome to their sister soul: 

"Hail to thy fair creation, deathless friend. 

Blest daughter of the breath of Grod, O thou 

Beauteous as Salem, and as Raphael bright; 

From thee shall flow divinest thoughts, as dew 

From clouds of mom descend, and thy pure heart 

With transport melt, as angel eyes, that shed 

O'er some ennobled deed . enraptured tears. 

Blest daughter of the breath of God, fair soul. 

Sister to that bright spirit that ^rst breathed 

In Adam in his innocence: thee now 

To thy fair body, formed by Nature's hand. 

We will conduct, and on thy face shall •beam 

A smile expressive of its heavenly" guest ! 

In beauty shall thy body rise, like that 

Which one day shall the eternal Spirit form 

From his adored Christ, most beautiful 

Of all on earth, of all of Adam's sons 

The fairest: yet in dust that form, so fair, 

Must perish! But thy Salem, midst the dead. 
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Shall seek thee, and thy name shall glorify 
When thou awakest; when incorruptible, 
Crowned in new beauty, through careering clouds, 
His hand shall guide thee to a blest embrace 
From thy loved Saviour, judge of all the earth ! " 
Such was the strain sung by the heavenly choL 
So Salem, and with silent tenderness 
The seraphs o'er the loved disciple stood. 
So stand three brothers o'er a sister fair, 
In fondness gazing: on soft bedded flowers 
She sleeps in angel beauty, ignorant 
Of her blest father's hour of death ; while they. 
Won by her silent loveliness, delay 
To break her golden slumbers. 
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JAMBS MONTOOMBET. 



FREABfBLE. 



High Priest for sinners, Jesus, Lord! 

Whom as a man of griefs I see, 
Thy prayers on earth while I record, 

If still in heaven thou pray'st for me, 
My soul for thy soul's trayail claim; 
I seek salvation in thy name. 

PART I. 

I. 

Baptized as for the dead he' rose, 

With prayer, from Jordan's hallowM flood: 
Ere long, by persecuting foes. 

To be baptized in his own blood : 
The Father's voice proclaimed the Son, 
The Spirit witnessed; — these are one. 

II. 

Early he rose ere dawn of day. 
And to a desert place withdrew. 

There was he wont to watch and pray, 
Until his locks were wet with dew, 
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And birds below, and beanis above, 
Had warned him thence to works of love. 

in. 

At evening when his toils were o'er, 

He sent the multitudes away. 
And on the mountain or the shore, 

All night remained alone to pray, 
Till o'er his head the stars grew dim: — 
When was the hour of rest for him i 

IV. 

In field or city when he taught. 

Oft went his spirit fordi in si^: 
And when his mistiest deeds were wrou^t, 

To heaven he lifted up his eyes; 
He prayed at Lazarus' grave, and shed 
Tears, with the word that waked the dead. 

V. 

When mothers brought their babes, he took 
The lambs into his arms, and prayed; 

On Tabor, his transfigured look. 
While praying, turned the sun to shade, 

And forms too pure for human sight. 

Grew visible amidst his light. 

VI. 

^^O Father! save me firom this hour. 
Yet for this hour to earth I came : " 

19* 
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He prayed in weakness; then with power 

Cried, "Father! glorify thy name." 
"I have," a voice from heaven replied, 
<<And still it shall be glorified." 

PART II. 



For Peter, bold in speech and brave 

In act, yet in temptation firail 
(As once he proved him on the wave). 

He prayM lest his weak faith should M; 
And when by Satan's snare enthrall'd. 
His eye the wanderer recall'd. 

n. 

Amidst his mournful family. 

Who soon must see his face no more, 
With what divine discourse did he 

Strengdi to their feintmg souls restore! 
Then pray'd for aU his people: — \^ere 
Have words recorded such a prayer? 

HI. 

Next, with strong cries and bitter tears, 
Thrice hallow'd he that doleful ground. 

Where, trembling with mysterious fears. 
His sweat like blood-drops fell around, 

And being in an agony. 

He prayM yet more earnestly. 
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IV. 
Here oft in spirit let me kneel, 

Share in the speechless grie& I see, 
And while he felt what I should feel, 

Feel all his power of love to me, 
Break my hard heart, and grace supply 
For him ^o died for me to die. 

V. 

Stretched on the ignominious tree 

For those whose hands had nail'd him there, 
Who stood and mock'd his misery, 

He ofler'd up his latest prayer ; 
Then with the voice of victory cried, 
" 'Tis finishM ! '* bowM his head, and died. 

VI. 

Then aU his prayers were answered; — all 
The fruits of his soul's travail gained ; 

The cup of wormwood and of gall 
Down to the dregs his lips had drain'd; 

Accomplish'd was the eternal plan; 

He tasted death for every man. 

vn. 

Now by the throne of God he stands. 

Aloft the golden censer bears. 
And offers with hi^-priestly hands. 

Pure incense with his people's prayers: 
Well pleased the Father eyes the Son, 
And says to each request, "'Tis done." 



Digitized by 



Google 



JERUSALEM. 



nOM THB ITALIAN OF YIAKOO MONTI. 



TlM dayi ilwll eome upon tbee, that thine enemiei shall cast a tKndi about tb«e, and com- 
pass tbee aroand, and keep tbee in, on every side, and shall lay ihec even with tbe Ktouiidt 
and tliy children within thee ; and they shall not leave in thee one stone opoa onoihet ; be- 
eaoae thou knewast not the time oTtlqr visitation Lukb xiz. 43, 44. 



Sad thoughts, that from the lorn funereal mounts 
Whereon a victim Grod thou didst behold, 
Once more retumest, with thy downcast front. 

Weeping vain tears! — O, whither dost thou hold 
Thy wayward course, and, *midst yon mournful plain, 
What scene of grief and terror dost unfold ? 

n. 

Lo! the vast hills their labouring fires unchain, 
Whilst firom a&r the ocean's thunders roar; 
Lo! the dark heavens above lament in rain 

The mortal sin; and, firom her inmost core, 
Earth, tremulous and uncertain, rocks with fear, 
Lest the stbyss her ancient deluge pour. 

(224) 
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in. 



All me! — revealed within my soul I hear 
Prophetic throbs, the signs of wrath divine, 
Tumultuous as though Nature's end were near 

I see the paths of impious Palestine ; 
I see old Jordan, as each shore he laves. 
Turbid and slow, towards the sea decline. 

IV. 

Here passed the ark o' th' covenant, and waves 
Rolled backward reverent, and their secrets bared. 
Leaving their gulfe and their profoundest caVes. 

Here folded all the flock, whose faith repaired 
To Him, that Shepherd whom the all-hoping one 
'Midst woods and rocks to the deaf world declared. 

V. 

Him, after labours long, the glorious Son, 
The Lord of Nazareth, joined, and, quickly known. 
Closed what his great precursor had begun. 

Then sudden through the serene air there shone 
A lamp, and lo! "This is my Son beloved!'? 
From the bright cloud a voice was heard to own. 

VI. 

River divine! which then electric moved 
From out thine inmost bowers to kiss those feet, 
Blessing thy waters with that sight approved: 

Tell me, vAtere did thy waves divided meet, 
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Enamoured, — and, ah! where upon thy shore 
Were marked the footsteps of my Jesus sweet ? 

vn. 

Tell me, where now the rose and lilies hoar, 
Which wheresoe'er the immortal footsteps trod. 
Sprang fragrant from thy dewy emerald floor? 

Alas! thou moanest loud, thy willows nod, 
Thy gul£s in hollow murmurs seem to say. 
That all thy joy to grief is changed by God. 

vra. 

Such wert thou not, O Jordan, when the sway 
Of David's line, along thy listening flood, 
Portentous signs from heaven confirmed each day. 

Then didst thou see how fierce the savage brood 
Of haughty Midian and proud Moab's line. 
Conquered and captive, on thy bridges stood. 

IX. 

Then Sion's warriors, listed round her shrine. 
Gazed firom their towers of strength, and viewed afiur 
The scattered hosts of the lost Philistme ; 

Whilst, terror of each giant conqueror. 
Roared Judah's lion, leaping in his pride, 
'Midst the wild pomp of their barbaric war. 

X. 

But Salem's glory fisided, as the tide 
Of waves that ebb and flow, ancji naught remains 
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Save a scorned word for scofiers to deride. 

The splendour of Mount Carmel treads her plains, 
The Saviour of lost Israel now appears, 
And faithless Sion all his love disdains. 

XI. 

The Proud One would not that her prophet's tears 
Should be remembered, nor the voice inspired. 
Which, wailing for her wrong, late filled her ears; 

When, with prophetic inspiration fired. 
The cloud that forms the fixture's dark disguise 
Fled, and unveiled the lamb of God desired. 

xn. 

Daughter of foul iniquity ; the guise 
Of impious Babylon did thy garment make. 
And on the light of truth sealed up thine eyes. 

But he, tl^at Grod, dishonoured for thy sake. 
Soon shalt thou, in omnipotent disdain, 
Behold him vengeance for his Son awake. 

xin. 

Under his feet the heavens and starry train 
Tremble and roll; the howling whirlwinds fly. 
Calling each tempest-winged hurricane, 

Chanting its thunder-psalm throughout the sky; 
And, filled with arrows of consuming fire. 
His quiver he hath slung upon his thigh. 

XIV. 

As smoke before the storm's ungovemed ire, 
The mountains melt before his dread approach, 
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The rapid eye maiks not the aren^ng sire; 

Whilst, burning to remove the foul reproach, 
Now from Ausonia's strand the troop departs 
On the inviolate temple to encroach. 

XV. 

Cedron afiir the murmur hears, and starts; 
But, lifting not to heaven his trembling font, 
Throu^ Siloa's slender brook confounded darts. 

Now, scorning to attire with splendour wont 
Thy plains, the sun eclipses, and the brand 
God from the sheath draws on thine impious fiY)nt. 

XVI. 

I see his lightnings flash upon the band 
Of armies round thy sjmagogue impure, 
Thine altars blazing as the fires expand! 

I see where War, and Death, and Fear, secure 
'Midst the hoarse clang of each terrific sound. 
Gigantic stalk throu^ Ming towers obscure! 

xvn. 

Like deer, when sharp the springing tigers bound 
Upon their timid troop, thy virgin trains 
And sires unwarlike every fene surround, 

With glaring eyeballs and distended veins, 
Forth Desperation flies from throng to throng. 
And firantic life at his own hand disdains. 

xvra. 

Disorder follows frust, and shrieks prolong 
The hideous tumult. Then the city falls. 
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Ayengmg horribly her prophet's wrong. 

Amidst the carnage, on the toppling walls, 
Howls and exults and leaps wild Cruelty, 
And priest and youth and age alike appals. 

XIX. 

With naked swords and through a blood-red sea, 
Flowing around the mountains of the dead, 

Victorious rides the insulting enemy. 

The flames, the buildings, temple, soon o'erq)read 
With divine fury, and the heavens despised 
Smile on the horror which their tempest bred. 

XX. 

Thus with foul scorn, dishonoured and disguised, 
The conquering Latin eagles bore enchained 
Jerusalem's disloyal ark chastised; 

And she now lies with frightful footsteps stained. 
Buried 'midst thorns and sand, and the hot sun 
Scares the fierce dragons where her Judge once reigned. 

XXI. 

Thus when firom heaven the fatal bolt hath done 
Sad desolation in some glorious wood, 
Striking the boughs which upwards highest run; 

Though scorched and burnt, still o'er its neighbourhood 
Majestic towers aloft the giant oak, 
As poised by its own ponderous weight it stood. 

Waiting the thunder of a second stroke. 
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Kmo of the dead ! how long shall sweep 
Thy wrath! how long thy outcasts weep! 
Two thousand agonizing years 
Has Israel steeped her bread in tears ; 
The vial on her head been poured — 
Flight, £unine, shame, the scourge, the sword. 
'Tis done! Has breathed thy trumpet blast; 
The tribes at length hare wept their last! 
On rolls the host! From land and wave 
The earth sends up th' unransomed slave! 
There rides no glittering chivalry, 
No banner purples in the sky; 
The world witibin their hearts has died; 
Two thousand years have slain their pride! 
The look of pale remorse is there, 
The lip, involuntary prayer; 
The form still marked witib many a stain — 
Brand of the soil, the scourge, tibe chain ; 
The serf of Afric's fiery ground ; 
The slave by Indian suns embrowned; 
The weary drudges of the oar. 
By the swart Arab's poisoned shore ; 
The gatherings of earth's wildest tract — 
On bursts the living cataract! 
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What strength of man can check its speed ? 

They come! — the Nation of the Freed? 

Who leads their march? Beneath his wheel 

Back rolls the sea, the mountains reel! 

Before their tread his trump is blown, 

Who speaks in thunder and 'tis done! 

King of the dead ! oh ! not in vain 

Was thy long pilgrimage of pain ; 

Oh, not in vain arose thy prayer, 

When pressed the thorn thy temples bare! 

Oh, not in vain the voice that cried. 

To spare thy maddened homicide! 

Even for this hour thy heart's blood streamed. 

They come! — the Host of the Redeemed! 

What flames upon the distant sky? 

'Tis not the comet's sanguine dye, 

'Tis not the lightning's quivering spire, 

'Tis not the sun's ascending fire. 

And now, as nearer speeds their marcli, 

Expands the rainbow's mighty arch; 

Though there has burst no thunder-cloud, 

No flash of death the soil has ploughed, 

And still ascends before their gaze, 

Arch upon arch, the lovely blaze ; 

Still as the gorgeous clouds unfold. 

Rise towers and domes, immortal mould. 

Scenes! that the patriarch's viidoned eye 

Beheld, and then rejoiced to die; — 

That like the altar's burning coal, 

Touched the pale prophet's harp with soul; — 
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That the throned seraphs long to see, 

Now given, thou slave of slaves, to thee ! 

Whose city this? what potentate 

Sits there? — The Kmg of time and fete! 

Whom glory covers like a robe, 

Whose sceptre shakes the solid globe, 

Whom shapes of fire and splendour guard ! 

There sits the Man "whose face was marred,'' 

To whom archangels bow the knee — 

The Weeper in Grethsemane! 

Down in the dust, aye, Israel, kneel. 

For now thy withered heart can feel! 

Ay, let thy wan cheek burn like flame, 

There sits thy glory and thy shame! 
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H. H. MILMAN. 



When all the cherub-thronging clouds shall shine, 
Irradiate with his bright advancing sign: 

When that Great Husbandman shall wave his fan, 
Sweeping, like chaff, thy wealth and pomp away : 
Still to the noontide of that nightless day, 

Shalt thou thy wonted dissolute course maintain. 
Along the busy mart and crowded street. 
The buyer and the seller still shall meet. 

And marriage feasts begin their jocund strain : 
Still to the pouring out the cup of wo ; 
Till earth, a drunkard, reeling to and fro. 
And mountains molten by his burning feet. 
And heaven, his presence own, all red with furnace heat* 
The hundred-gated cities, then. 
The towers and temples, named of men 

Eternal, and the thrones of kings ; 
The gilded summer palaces, 
The courtly bowers of love and ease, 

Where still the bird of pleasure smgs : 
Ask ye the destiny of them ? 
Qo gaze on fallen Jerusalem! 
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Yea, mightier names are in the fatal roll, 

'Grainst earth and heaven God's standard is unfurled, 
The skies are shrivelled like a burning scroll, 

And the vast common doom ensepuldires the world. 
Oh! who shall then survive? 
Oh! who shall stand and live? 
When all that hath been is no more: 
When for the round earth hung in air, 
With all its constellations fair, 
In the sky's azure canopy: 
When for the breathing earth, and Sfparkling sea, 
, Is but a fiery deluge without shore, 
Heaving along the abyss profound and dark, 
A fiery deluge, and without an ark. 
Lord of all power, when thou art there alone 
On thy eternal fiery-wheeled throne. 

That in its high meridian noon 
Needs not the perished sun nor moon: 
When thou art there in thy presiding state. 
Wide sceptered monarch o'er the realm of doom: 
When from the sea depths, from earth's darkest womb, 
The dead of all the ages round thee wait : 
And when the tribes of wickedness are strewn 

Like forest leaves in the autumn of thine ire : 
Faithfiil and true thou jstill wilt save thine own! 
The saints shall dwell within th' unharming fire! 
Yes, mid yon angry and destroying signs. 
O'er us the rainbow of thy mercy shines. 
We hail, we bless the covenant of its beam. 
Almighty to avenge, Almightiest to redeem! 
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ROBERT GRANT. 



Saviour! when in dust to thee 
Low we bow the adoring knee, 
When, repentant, to the skies 
Scarce we lift our streaming eyes; 
O ! by all the pains and wo. 
Suffered once for man below, 
Bending from thy throne on hi^. 
Hear our solemn litany! 

n. 

By thy helpless infant years. 
By thy life of wants and tears. 
By thy days of sore distress. 
In the savage wilderness; 
By the dread permitted hour 
Of th' insulting tempter's power — 
Turn, O turn a pitying eye. 
Hear our solemn litany! 

in. 

By the sacred grie& that wept 

O'er the grave where Lazarus slept — 
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By the boding tears that flowed 
Over Salem's loved abode — 
By the anguished tear diat told, 
Treachery luriced vrithin thy fold — 
From thy seat abore the sky, 
Hear our solemn litany! 

IV. 

By thine hour of dire despair, 
By thine agony of prayer, 
By the cross, the nail, the thorn. 
Piercing spear, and torturing scom^ 
By the gloom that veiled the skies. 
O'er the dreadful sacrifice. 
Listen to our humble cry. 
Hear our solemn litany! 



By the deep expiring groan. 
By the sad sepulchral stone. 
By the vault whose dark abode 
Held in vain the rising Grod; 
O! fix)m earth to heaven restored. 
Mighty re-ascended Lord, 
Listen, listen to the cry 
Of our solemn litany ! 



Digitized by 



Google 



L'ENVOI. 



JOHN a. WHITTISB. 



Blest land of Judea! thrice hallowed of song, 
Where the holiest of memories pilgrim-like throng ; 
In the shade of thy palms, by the shores of thy sea, 
On the hills of thy beauty, my heart is with thee. 

n. 

With the eye of a spirit I look on that shore, 
Where pilgrim and prophet have lingered before ; 
With the glide of a spirit I traverse the sod 
Made bri^t by the steps of the angels of God. 

in. 

Blue sea of the hills! — in my spiriti hear 
Thy waters, Gennesaret, chime on my ear; 
Where the Lowly and Just with the people sat down. 
And thy spray on the dust of His sandals was thrown. 

IV. 

Beyond are Bethulia's mountains of green, 
And the desolate hills of the wild Gadarene ; 
And I pause on the goat-crags of Tabor to see 
The gleam of thy waters, O daric Galilee ! 
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Haik, a sound in the valley! where, swollen and strong, 
Thy river, O Kishon, is sweeping along ; 
Where the Canaanite strove with Jehovah in vain, 
And thy torrent grew dark with the blood of the slain. 

VI. 

There, down from his mountains stem Zebulon came. 
And Naphtali's stag, with his eyeballs of flame. 
And the chariots of Jabin rolled harmlessly on. 
For the arm of the Lord was Abinoam's son ! 

vn. 

There sleep the still rocks and the caverns which rang 
To the song which the beautiful prophetess sang. 
When the princess of Issachar stood by her side, 
And the shout of a host in its triumph replied. 

VIII. 

Lo, Bethlehem's hill-site before me is seen. 
With the mountains around and the valleys between ; 
There rested the shepherds of Judah, and there 
The song of the angels rose sweet in the air. 

IX. 

And Bethany's palm trees in beauty still throw 
Their shadows at noon on the ruins below ; 
But where are the sisters who hastened to greet 
The lowly Redeemer, and sit at His feet ? 
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X. 

I tread where tlie twelve in their wayfuring trod : 
I stand where they stood with the chosen of God — 
Where His blessings were heard and His lessons were taught, 
Where the blind were restored and the healing was wrought. 

XI. 

O, here with His flock the sad Wanderer came — 
These hills He toiled over in grief, are the same — 
The founts where He drank by the wayside still flow, 
And the same airs are blowing which breathed on his brow! 

xn. 

And throned on her hills sits Jerusalem yet, 
But with dust on her forehead, and chains on her feet ; 
For the crown of her pride to the mocker hath gone, 
And the holy Shechinah is dark where it shone. 

xm. 

But wherefore this dream of the earthly abode 
Of humanity clothed in the brightness of God ? 
Were my spirit but turned from the outward and dim. 
It could gaze, even now, on the presence of Him! 

XIV. 

Not in clouds and in terrors, but gentle as when. 

In love and in meekness. He moved among men ; 

And the voice which breathed peace to the waves of the sea, 

In the hush of my sfpirit would whisper to me ! 
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XV. 



And what if my feet may not tread where He stood, 
Nor my ears hear the dashing of Gralilee's flood, 
Nor my eyes see the cross which He bowed Him to bear, 
Nor my knees press Grethsemane's garden of prayer. 

XVI. 

Yet, Loved of the Father, Thy Spirit is near 
To the meek, and the lowly, and penitent here ; 
And the voice of Thy love is the same even now. 
As at Bethany's tomb, or on Olivet's brow. 

xvn. 

O, the outward hath gone ! — but, in gloiy and power. 
The Spirit surviveth the things of an hour ; 
Unchanged, undecaying, its Pentecost flame 
On Oie heart's secret altar is burning the same ! 



THE END. 
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A COLLECTION 
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SACRED ANB RELIGIOUS POETRY, 

WITH 

EIGHT SPIENDD ILLUSTRATIONS ON STEEL BY SARTAIN. 
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In presenting in ^^The Eosemary'^ some of the choice selections 
of Sacred Poetry in an attractive garb, it is hoped that it will be 
received as an evidence of that religions feeling, which at times has 
actuated most of the great poets, and been displayed in some of their 
finest productions. 

Tills book is a beautiful pearl, rich in the treasures of thonght and 
imagination, wbich form its contents, as well as in the elegance of its coi^^ 
tame, and the delicate and finished engravings which embellish it — 
Christian Observer. 

In this attractiye Yolame we find mnch to please the eye ; but the most 
valuable recommendation of the work is found in the lessons of piety, 
virtue, morality, and mercy, which are thrown together in this many-co- 
loured garland of poetic flowers. — Ejpiseopai Recorder, 

The volume before us commends itself to every one who with a gift 
would connect the highest sentiment of purity — ^for it is a casket of spiritual 
gems — ^radiant with the light of true religion. — Christian Gem, 

This collection is made with great taste, and is, perhaps, the finest ever 
comprised within the limits of one volume. — Oodev^s Lady*s Book, 
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LINDSAY & BLAKISTON PUBLISH 

WATSON'S 
DICTIONARY OF POETICAL QUOTATIONS, 

ooNsisTiHa or 
ELEGANT EXTRACTS ON EVERY SUBJECT, 

COMPILED fBOM YABIOUS AUTH0B8, AHD ABBAHOBD UHDBB 
APPBOPBIATB HBAD8, 

BY JOHN T. WATSON, M. D., 

WITH 

NINE SPLENDID ILLUSTRATIONS ON STEEL. 

xircLxn>iNa 



The Noontide Dream, 

Oontemplation, 

Modesty, 

Tbe Tluiiider-Stonn, 



The TiUage Tomb-Catter, 
llie Parting Wreath, 
Berearement, 
The BaahAil liover. 



Love and Innocence. 



opiirioirs OF the pbbss. 

^ , lend thii bo<* as a 

■ktantly e i p r ewd, to be foond in the raage 



We WKi aafdj raooaunend thia XskxHl aa a oollectimi of aome of the moat beantiM oraceptiona, 
'• * '- •-- ' — -* — **- B of Bogliah and American poetiy.— Sitfaeti^ Cotaitr. 



We regard thia aa the beat book of a limilar character yet i)obhahed.~ On memHtrn x Ttiiegnp h. 



In thia DiottonarT c€ Qvotationa ererf 8ali»ject ia toached apon ; and, whfle the aelection has been 
carefolly made, it haa the merit of containing the beat thoo^ita of the Poeta ni oar own day, which 
BootherocdIectioQhaa.— £7; 8. OcxttU. 



The aelectiona in thia hofoHL are made with taate from all poeta cl note, and are c laa ae d onder a 
great variety ci aabjecta./— Preafttterim. 

Tbe Qootationa appear to have beoiaelected with gnat jodgment and taate, by one well acquainted 
with whaterer ia most elegant and beautiful in the whole range of literature.~C%ri«<t«i Obtervtr. 



A Tolome exhibiting industry and taate on tbe part of the oommler, which will often facilitate re- 
searches in the mines of gold whence it was dog.— itfoyn;^ Eagk. 



In bia arrangement, the compiler haa aasigned the immortal Shakspeare hia deeerved pre-eminence, 
Uid hlumined nia pagea with the chmoeat beauties of the British Poets.— iieraU. 



We do not hesitate to commend it to our poetry-loving readers, aa a book worth buying, and worth 
raadhif .— C(Mto« JZ^MMioaii. 

The eztracta display great care and taate on the part of the editor, are arranged in chronological 
order, and embrace passages from all the poets, from tbe earliest period of our iiteratnre to the pre- 
sent tmie.— Stale QasetU. 

This bocdc will be read w^ intereat, aa containing the best thoughts of the best poets, nnd is con- 
venient for reference^ because ftimishing appropriate qaotations to illostrate a vast variety of fiubjects 

We view it aa a oaaket filled with the most precious gems of learning and fancy, and so arranged 
as to fiucinate, at a glani e, the delicate eye of taste. Bv referring: to the index, which is arrangfd in 
ali^betical order, you can find, in a moment, the best ideas of t^e ipotst inspired poets of this country 
pa well aa i:urope, upon any deaired aubject— CSb'onir/f- 
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MACKATS JPOPULAR^DELUSIONS. 

LINDSAY & BLAKISTON PUBLISH 
MEMOIRS OF EXTRAORDINARY POPULAR DELUSIONS, 

BY 

CHAKLES MACKAY, 

AUTHOR OF THE " THAMES AND ITS TRIBUTARIES." &c., &c 

** The object of the author, m the following pages, has been to collect the 
most remarkable instances of these moral epidemics which have been excited, 
sometimes by one cause, sometimes by another, and so show how easily the 
masses have been led astray, and how imitative and gregarious men are, even 
in their infatuations and cnmes." 

CONTENTS. 



The Witch Mania. 
The Slow Poisoners. 
The Crusaders. 
Haunted Houses. 
Philosophical Delusions. 
Introductory Remarks. 
The Alchymists, or Searches for the Philoso- 
pher's Stone and the Waters of Life. 
Fortune-Telling. 
The Maenetizers. 
And various other sutjects. 



The Mississippi Scheme. 

The South Sea Bubble. 

The TulipomanJa. 

Relics. 

Modern Prophecies. 

Popular Admiration for Great Thieves. 

Influence of Politics and Religion on the 

Hair and Beard. 
Duels and Ordeals. 
Popular Follies in Great Cities. 
The O. P. Mania. 
The Thugs, or Phansigars. 

Two more interesting volumes than these we have rarely perused. Through 
the whole runs a vein of clear perception of what is right and true, which 
enhances the value of the book for domestic reading. -~Commercia2 Advertiger. 

A more useful work has not been published for many a day, or one that is 
as well calculated to open the eyes oi the credulous to the arts of the design- 
ing speculator, or shield the thoughtless from the evils of popular errors. — 
Saturday Ccurier, 

This is a truly interesting and instructive work. The history is that of the 
frailties and follies of poor human nature, and it may be read with profit by 
all who are apt to give way to credulity and impulse. — PennsyVn Inquirer. 

Every delusion noted in the work is a story, and every story is full of interest ; 
it has all the charm of fiction, and must continually excite the surprise of the 
reader that such things could be to excite '* special wonder." — Bait. FatrioU 

The subject is one of profound interest ; the branches on which the author 
touches are numerous and varied ; and from these facts and his established 
ability, we cannot but regard the work as a valuable one, promising to reward 
the attention which it wiU be sure to excite. — N. American and U, S. Gazette. 

The whole ranee of subjects has a fundamental character, for we all take 
pleasure in considering the infirmities of our fellows ; and this detailed and 
connected history of them appeals to one of the most prevalent and powerful 
of human sympathies. The conception of the work is not inferior to the 
execution. Its extensive circulation will not only entertain many, but, by the 
engrafting of its author's plain, common-sense views, it will open the eyes 
of many to the delusions ot the present enlightened age. — Evening Bulletin. 

The Memoirs of Extraordinary Popular Delusions form a wide field for the 
author His object has been to collect the most remarkable instances of those 
moral epidemics which have been excited, and show how easily the maoait 
are led astray in their infatuations and crimes. — Daily Sun. 
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PUBLISH 

THE LIFE, LETTERS AND POEMS 

OF 

BERNARD BARTON. 

EDITED BY HIS DAUGHTER. 
With A Portrait* 



Extract from the Preface. 
In compiliog the preeent volume, it has been the wish of the editor, in 
some measure, to cany out her Other's favourite but unfulfilled design 
of an autobiography. It is with reference to this that both the letters 
and poems have been selected. The great bulk of the poems are reli- 
gious ; but there are not wanting those of a lighter character, which will 
be found to be the wholesome relaxation of a pure, good, and essentially 
religious mind. These may succeed each other as gracefully and bene- 
ficently as April sunshme and showers over the meadow. So, indeed, 
such moods followed in his own mind, and were so revealed in his do- 
mestic mtercourse. 
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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 
This is a very handsome volume, enriched with a neat and graphic portrait 
of the worthy quaker Ijrrist, and forms a valuable addition to our poetical 
literature. In the interesting Memoir and rich collection of Epistolary Re- 
mains, the Uai editress has conferred a most acceptable favour upon the many 
admirers of her gifted parent; Among the correspondence are letters from 
Southey, Charles Lamb, Sir Walter Scott, and other distinguished cotempo- 
ries. — Evening Bulletin. __ 

The poems of this meritorious writer, better known by the name of the 
Quaker Poet, have long been popular in England, and are much admired 
in this country for their simplicity and warmth of feeling.— ilm«ruMm and 
Commercial Advertiser, Baltimore. 

Barton was a Quaker, but mingled a good deal with the ** world's people," 
at least with such as were, like himself, addvcted to literary pursuits. His 
correspondence with Southey and Charles Lamb, is full of interest. Many 
of his poems are veiy beautiful ; and the present volume is worth a place m 
every good library. — Evening Transcript. 
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LINDSAY & BLAEISTON 

HAVE RECENTLY PUBLISHED, 

SCENFS IN THE LIFE OF THE SAVIOUR, 

BT THB 

POETS AND PAINTERS: 



faiiir7 o: 



OONTAINIRG 

IMS OF ABT AlTD OBirXUS, 

ILLUSTRATIVE OP 



THE SAVIOUR'S LIFE AND PASSION. 

EDITED BY THE 

REV. RUPUS GRISWOLD. 

THE ILLUSTRATIONS, WHICH ARE EXQXnSITELY ENORA7ED ON STEBL, 
BY JOHN SARTAIN, ARE *. 

Walking on the Sea, by Heniy Richter ; 



I he Holy Famay, painted by N. Pouasin ; 
The Saviour, by Paul Delaroche ; 
Chnst by the Well of Sychar, by Emelie Signol ; 
The Daughter of Jarius, by Delonne ; 



The Ten Lepers, by A. Vandyke , 

The Last Supper, by Beiyanun West ; 

The Women at the Sepulchre, by PhiUp Viei 



THE LITERARY CONTENTS, COMPRTSINA SIXTY-FOUR POEMS, ARE BY 

Wlltony Hemanif Montgomeryy KeblCy Mrs* Sl^^onrney^ Miss I^aii* 

dony Daley 'WillUf Bolflneby Betbnne^ Iiongfellowy IVblttier, 

Croly* Klopstoclcy Mrs* Oiiffoodt Pierponty Crossivelly and 

otber celebrated Poeta of U&ifl and otber Countries* 

The volume is richly and beautifully bound in Turkey Morocco, gilt, whits 
calf extra, or embossed cloth, gilt edges, sides and back. 

We commend this volume to the attention of those who would place a 
Souvenir in the hands of their friends, to invite them in the purest strains of 
poetry, and by the eloquence of art; to study the Life of the Saviour. — Christ. Ob§ 



The contents are so arranged as to constitute a Poetical and Pictorial Life 
of the Saviour, and we can think of no more appropriate gift-book. In typo* 
graphy, embellishments, and binding, we have recently seen nothing more 
tasteful and nch.— 'North American. 

We like this book, as well for its beauty as for its elevated character. U 
IS just such an one as is suited, either for a library, or a parlour centre- table ; 
and no one can arise from its perusal without feeling strongly tlie sublimity 
and enduring character of the Christian religion. — Harrisburg Telegraph. 



This is truly a splendid volume in all its externals, while its contents are 
richly worthy of the magnificent style in which they are presented. As illus- 
trations of the Life and Passion of^the Saviour of mankind, it will form an 
appropriate Souvenir for the season in which we commemorate his coming 
■pon earth* — NboTb Gazette. 
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SCENES IN THE LIVES OF THE APOSTLES; 

ILLUSTRATED BY 

CELEBRATED POETS AND PAINTERS. 

EDITED DT 

H. HASTINGS WELD. 
Eight lUiiftnilioiis, beantifUlf Engraved on Steel, by Sartaln. 

Baautiftil Gate oTum Temple, b|- RepluMi, 
FMl before Agrippe. bf Sertain : 
John oo the Ue of tvtmae, bf Deoaine. 

THE LITKRART CONTENTS CONSIST OF UPWARDS OF SEYSNTT POEMS, BT 

Biskop Heber, Lowell, Keble, Hannah F. Gonld, Clark, Mrs. 

Henians, Mrs. SiEonmey, Barton, Bryant, Miss Landon, Tap- 

pan, Pierpont, Longfellow, Miss DaTidson, Dale, Cros- 

well, PereiTal, Bowring, and otker celebrated Poets. 

Beautifully bound, in yarious styles, to match " Scenes In the Life 
of the Saviour.'' 



AatfiSifaiSnia. bf Hudii«--VifMtte title; 
JekB reprovmf Herod, bf Le Bran ; 



Gkriet, with hM Diidptoe, weepinf of«r Jeroea- 



We do not know where we could find a more elegant and appropriate 
present for a Christian friend. It will always have value. It is not one of 
those ephemeral works which are read, looked at, and forgotten. It tells of 
scenes dear to the hearts of Christians, which most ever fimi there an abiding 
place. — Banner qfihs Croi$, 

Here is tmly a beantiful volome, admirable in dedgn, and perfect in its 
execution. The editor, with a refined taste, and a loving appreciation of 
Scripture history, has selected some of the best writings of ancient and modem 
authors in illustration of various scenes in the Lives of the Apostles, whilst 
his own &cile pen has given us in prose a series of excellent contributions. 
The lyre of Heber seems to vibrate again as we turn over its pages ; and 
Keble, Jenner, Cowper, Herrick, Bernard, Barton, and a brilliant host of 
glowing vniters, shine again by the light of Christian truth, and the beaming 
effulgence of a pure religion. It is an elegant and appropriate volume for a 
Christmas gift. — Transer^. 

The exterior is novel and beautiful ; the typography is in the highest style 
of the art ; and the engravings, nine in number, are among the best efforts 
of Mr. Sartain. The prose articles contributed by the editor are well written ; 
and the poetical selections are made with judgment. The volume is a worthy, 
companion of '* Scenes in the Life of the Saviour," and both are much more 
worthy of Christian patronage than the great mass of annuals.—- jPres6y<ertafli. 

The above volumes are amone the most elegant specimens from the 
American press. In neatness and chasteness of execution, they are perhaps 
unsurpassed. The engravings are of the highest order; and illustrate most 
strikingly, and with great Mauty, some of the most sublime and the most 
touching Scripture scenes. They also contain some of the richest specimens 
of Sacred Poetry, whose subject and style are such as deeply to interest the 
ima^ation, and at the same time to make the heart better. We hope the 
Christian's table, at least, may be adorned with the volumes above mentioned, 
■nd such as these. — ^IVeiD England Furitan, 



Digitized by 



Google 



LINDSAY &, BLAKISTON PUBLISH, 

SCENES IN THE LIVES OF THE PATRIARCHS 
AND PROPHETS; 

A COMPANION TO THE 

SCENES IN THE LIFE OF THE SAVIOUR AND THE APOSTLEa 

£DIT£D BY THE REY. H. HASTINGS WELD. 

BBAUnFULLT ILLUSTRATED B7 

EzaHT EiraRAviNas on steel, bt sartaiit. 

IKCLUDINO 

Saul presenting his Daughter to Dayid Painted by Woodforde. 

A View of Hebron, Vignette Title-page. ... « Bracebridge. 

God*8 Covenant with Noah «< Rothermel. 

Abraham Offering up Isaac « • • *• Westall. 

The Arrival of Rebekah <• Schopin. 

Jacob at the House of Laban ^ Schopin. 

Moses Smiting the Rook ^ . <• Murillo. 

Elijah Fed by Ravens..^ ** Corbould. 

With a choice Selection of Matter ftom the Writings of 

MiLToir, HxxAira, Wgbdswobth, Cbolt, Willis, Touho, Siooubvbi 

Whittixb, Howitt, Scott, Hxbxb, MoHTeoxxBT, Milxait, 

Haithah Mobs, Watts, Dalx, Tappait, and other 

Eminent Writers of this and other Countries. 

Hdndtomely bound in cloth gilt, Turkey Morocco, or in white calf. 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

The character of the scenes represented, the pure and eloquent sacred poetry which 
the work contains, render it a book peculiariy befitting presentation st that season when 
the world is celebrating the birth of its Sayiour. We hope this Joint effi>rt of the pencil 
and pen to render familiar the sacred scenes of the Old Testament, will meet the support 
which it deserves from all lovers of the sacred vohime.—Christian JidoocaU andJoumaL 



We do but simple Justice when we declare, that it has seldom Alien to our lot to 
notice a book which possesses so many and such varied attractions. Afr. Weld has 
fath^^ from the best writers the most beautifUI of their works, in illustration of his 
theme, and prepared for the reader a rich repast. We are assured that the volume before 
us will, like those which preceded it, come acceptably before the public, and be a favourite 
ofifering during the approaching holiday season.— GroAam** Magaxine. 

It is a handsome octavo, beautifiilly illustrated with ensravings on steel, in 8ai taiiri 
ksst manner. It is published in uniform style with " The Scenes in the Life of thi; 
Saviour,** and is every way worthy to continue this fine series of Bcript'iral works. 
The literary portion of the volume is admirablv chosen, embracing many of th.> most 
distinguished names in America. As a work of art, it is a credit to the book-mal'ing 
of our country.— £»f(0ii Mia*. 

This is pre-eminentlv a book of beauty— {vinted in the best style, on the fituxi and 
Aiirest paper, and embellished with the richest s^imens of the engraver's art. Its 
rnntents comprise a choice selection from the writings of celebrated poets, illustrative 
of the character, the countries, and of the times of the Patriarchs and Prophets. Ths 
elevated spirit and character of the sacred poetry in this volume, as well as its surpass 
ins beauty, will render it peculiarly valuable as a present or an ornament for the parloui 
table.- -Ckrwtian 0b9«rv§r, 
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LINDSAY H. BLAKI8TON 

HAVE JUST FUBLISHED 

THE WOMEN OF THE SCRIPTURES, 

XDZTXD BT THK 
RET. H. HASTINGS WELD; 

WITH 

ORIGINAL LITERARY CONTRIBUTIONS, 

BY 

DISHNGUISHED AMERICAN WRITERS: 

BKAUTirULLT ILLUSTEATlCD BT 

TWELVE SUPERB ENGRAVINGS ON STEEL. 
BY J. SARTAIN. PHILADELPHIA. 

FROM ORIGINAL DESIGNS, EXPRESSLY FOR THE WORK, 

BY T, p. ROSSITER, NEW YORKj 

INCLU DINO 



Ifkmm. 


HaniMh, 


Esther, 


Ere, 


Ruth, 


The SjropbeiiieMB 


Sarah, 


Queeo of Shelw. 


Martha, 


Rju^hel, 




TheMaryi. 



Elegantly Bound in White Calf, Turkey Morocco, and Cloth 
Extra, with Gilt Edges. 



PREFACE. 

The subject of this book entitles it to a high place among illustrated 
olumes. The execution, literary and artistic, will, we are confident, be 
found worthy of the theme; since we have received the assistance ot 
authors best known in the sacred literature of our country, in presenting, 
in their various important attitudes and relations, the Women of th^ 
Scriptures. The contents of the volume were prepared expressly for it, 
with the exception of the pages from the pen of Mrs. Balfour ; and for the 
republication of her articles, no one who reads them will require an apology. 
The designs for the engravings are original ; and the Publishers trust that 
in the present volume they have made their best acknowledgment for the 
favour with which its predecessors have been received. The whole* they 
believe, will be found no inapt memento of those to whom St. Peter refera 
the sex for an ensample : '* the holy women, in the old time." 



Digitized by 



Google 



WOMEN OF THE SCRIPTURES 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

** The artistical merits of this work are of a very high order. The plates ar« 
all meritorious, and some of them are eminently beautiful. The engraving of 
' Miriam' rejoicing over the destruction of Pharaoh and his host is the frontis- 
piece, and would adorn Heath's Book of Beauty. * Eve,' as the vignette title, 
18 the most exauisite engraving we ever saw. It is spirited, life«like and beauti- 
ful. * Sarah' aoes not please our judgment, but its defects are amply atoned 
for in the engraving oi * Rachel.* There are portions of the engraving of 
' Hannah' that are very fine, but Hannah's face is rather childish for a mother. 
' Ruth' is a beautiful piece of art. The * Queen of Sheba' is beautiful enough 
to have made Solomon forget some of his wisdom. The ' Shunamite,' * Esther,' 
The Syrophenician Woman,* * Martha,' and the * Mary's' are all engravings of 
toicb merit, and several of them are very beautiful. 

" We cordially commend this book to gentlemen who wish to pay a real com- 
pLment to a lady of taste and good judgment. It is no idle rattle for the amuse- 
ment of an hour, but is a substantial work of merit." — Louisville Courier, 

'* This beautiful octavo volume is adorned with twelve illustrations, engraved 
on steel by Sartain, from original designs by Rossiter. We need only say that 
the3r are of the highest order, and render unnecessary the encouragement of 
foreign artists, while we have in our midst the skill which can furnish such life- 
like forms of female loveliness as this volume contains. The paper, type, bind- 
ing and decoration ef the work are in entire accordance with its pictorial embel* 
lisliments, and thus far, we can pronounce it one of the handsomest volumes that 
has ever issued from the American press." — Episcopal Recorder. 

** This is an avant courier of those beautiful productions of the press which 
herald the approach of Christmas holidays, when kindly feelings display them- 
selves in the presentation of souvenirs. Mr. Weld has already made himseli 
favourably known as the editor of several beautiful volumes of this class. In all 
its appliances, this is a rich and sumptuous volume, most specially attractive to 
the eye by its clear typography, and Us elegant mezzotint engravings. The lite- 
rary contributions are written with a view to instruct, as well as to please. They 
are almost entirely original, and have emanated from skilful pens. We com- 
mend the book to those who have any pretension to taste in this department of 
literature." — Presbyterian, 

** The pages of this work are also enriched with original contributions from 
some of the ablest and most popular writers, illustrating the sacred themes pre> 
sented in its embellishments. 

" As a book for the holidays and for all seasons — as a book for pure minds and 
an ornament for the centre-table, it is eminently attractive. 

*' This rich and splendid and truly valuable book, has been issued in anticipa- 
tion ot the season when many are accustomed to give, or receive tokens of esteem 
and affection. Its workmanship is superlatively elegant and tasteful in every 
respect. It is very beautifully embellished with twelve highly finished engrav- 
ings, portraying the characters of those ' holy women* of old, whose naniesliave 
been written among the stars, by the pen of inspiration." — Christian Observer. 

** It is seldom that we meet with a volume which, like this, blends at once so 
high artistic and literary merit. Among the issues with which the press teen.s, 
it IS a pearl of richness and beauty that relieves the sight. Such additions to the 
fine arts and to our elegant literature, we heartily welcome. The conception of 
the work is admirable, aiming, as it does, at clothing with fresh interest, the 
more prominent female characters whose history is given us in the Bible. In the 

Kerformance of this object, the pens of a number of well known writers have 
een engaged, who throw these characters upton a canvass of life. To do this 
effectually, the power of imagination is made, in prose and in verse, to lend ita 
charms, while the art of the engraver, and the skill of the binder have each beep 
laid under special ocMtribution." — Christian R^ectcr, 
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UNDSAY &. BLAKISTON PUBUSH, 

THE MIRROR OF LIFE, 

A TRULY AUERICAN BOOK, ENTIRELY ORIGINAL, 

PRESENTING A VIEW OF THE PROGRESS OF LIFE, 
FROM nnrAxrcnr to ou> aob: 

Dloftrated by a series of EleTen EngraTingsy beavtifUly 
executed on Steel, 

BT J. 8ABTAIN, PHILADELFHIA, 

INCLUDING 

Inlkncy, (Vignette Title,) Designed by Schmitz. 

Childhood, Painted " Eichholtz. 

Boyhood, (Frontispiece,) Painted " Osgood. 

• Girlhood " Rossiter. 

Maidenhood " Rothermel. 

The Bride « Rossiter. 

The Mother " Rossiter. 

The Widow « Rossiter. 

Ma»hood, Designed " Rothermel. 

Old Age " Rothermel. 

The Shrouded Mirror, Designed " Rev. Dr. Morion 

The literary contents comprise original articles in prose and verse, from 

the pens of 

Rbt. G. W. Bsthuks, Rit. Clbmkitt M. BuTLsa, Mas. Sioouhxet, Mmi 

OseooD, Mrs. Hale, Mrs. Ellet, J. T. Headlet, Rkv. M. A. D» 

Wolfe Hows, Miss Ssdowick, Ret. Wx. B. Spraoue, Ret. 

H. Hastiitos Weld, Miss Caroliitb E. Roberts, Bushrod 

Bartlett, Esq.., Alice G. Lee, Hope Hbssbltinb, 

AMD OTHER FAVOURITE AUTHORS OP OUR OWN OOUlfTRY. 

EDITED BY MRS. L. C. TUTHILL, 
And richly bound in Tarious styles* 



OPINIONS OP THE PRESS. 

lliis is an elegant volume ; with an excellent design, combining all that is attractivs 
in typographical execution, with beautifUl engravings, it illustrates the progress of 
human life in a series of mezzotints of the most finished style. These handsome pic 
turns present boyhood and girlhood, the lover and the loved, the bride and the mother, 
the willow and old age, with many other scenes that will leave a pleasing and salutary 
inipre8sion. The literary department is executed by a variety of able and entertaining 
writers, forming Altogether a beautifUl gift-book, appropriate to all seasons. — A*. Y. Oh 
teroer 



A most beautiful gem of a book, and a superb specimen of artistical skill, as well at 
a ■' Mirror of Life." As a brilliant and tastefUl ornament for the centre-table, or i 
memento of affection and good wishes, to be presented in the form of a Birthday 
Christmas, or New Year's gift, to a fViend, it is richly entitled to the consideration au<i 
pa ;j»age of the public— CAH^f tan Observer. 

J^e idea is a happy one, and the work is every way worthy of its subject. Without 
being too costly, it is in every respect a very handsome volume ; the sentiments it son 
tains are not only unobjectionable, but saliitary ; and we cannot conceive a gifl of tfc^ 
kind which, between intelligent friends, would be more acceptable to the receiver o» 
•onourable to the giver.— A*. V. Commercial. 
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UNDSAY & BLAKISTON'S PUBLICATIONS. 

^ BOOK FOR EVERY CHRISTIAN, 

THE SEOONl) EDITION. 



MEMOIR OF MISS MARGARET MERGER. 

BY CASPAR MORRIS, JII.D. 

A neat 18mo. volume, with a beautiful Engrayed 
PORTRAJT OF MISS MERCER, 

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 
Mias Mercer was a ilaughter of the late Governor Mercer, of Maryland. Her father. 
who was a Virginian, and the descendant of a distinguished family, remored to Straw- 
jerry Hill, near Annapolis, Md., soon after his marriage. In the memoir of the daughter, 
Ive have the moral portraiture of a character of great moral worth. Mi8.s Mercer wa« 
a Christian, who earnestly sought to promote the glory of the Saviour, in persevering 
efforts to be useful in every position, and especially as a teacher of the young. Her 
energy of mind and elevated principles, united with humility and gentleness, and devoted 
piety, illustrated in her useful life, rendered her example worthy of a lasting memorial. 
The work is accompaniod by numerous extracts from her correspondenct?. — Christian 
Observer. 

I The perusal of this Memoir will do good ; it shows how nmch can be accomplished by 
superior talents, under the control of a heart imbued with love to th«' Saviour. The 
contemplation of the character of Miss Mercer may lead others to put (ortii timiiar 
efforts, and reap a like reward.— CAmrian Chronicle. 

It is impossible to read this Memoir without the conviction that Mias Mercer was a 
very superior woman, both in her attainments and her entire self-consecration. la 
laying down the book, we feel alike admiration for the biographer and the subject of the 
Memoir. — Presbyterian. 

WATSON'S NEW DICTIONARY OF POEITOAL QUOTATIONS. 
A neat 12mo. Tolome in plain and extra bindings. 



A NEW DICTIONARY OF POETICAL QUOTATIONS, 

CONSISTING OP ELEGANT EXTRACTS ON EVERY SUBJECT, 

Compiled from various Authors, and arranged under appropriate heads, 

BT JOBir T. VrJfLTBOV, M.D. 

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 
We may safely recommend this book as a collection of some of the most beautiftd 
conceptions, elegantly expressed, to be found in the range of English and American 
W)etry. — Saturday Courier. 

y^e regard this as the best book of a similar character yet published.— GtermastMni 
Tel^raph. 

In this Dictionary of Quotations every subject is touched upon ; and, while the selec- 
tion has bee^ careAilly made, it has the merit of containing the best thoughts of the 
Poets of our own day, which no other collection has.— CT. 8. Chnette. 

The selections in this book are made with taste from all poets of note, and are classed 
under a great variety of subjects.— PrMfryteHan. 

The C^uotations appear to have been selected ifdth great Judgment and taste, by ona 
well acquainted with whatever is rtost elegant and Deautifiil in the whole rangt of 
Utarature.— dmMaii Obeerver 
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BETHUNE'S POEMS, 

LINDSAY & BLAKISTON PUBLISH, 

LAYS OF LOVE AND FAITH. 

WITH OTHBE 

FUGITIVE POEMS. 

BT THS 

RET. 6. W. BBTUVnEf D.Dw 

nil fa an elegant Volume, beantUidly printed on the fineat and wkiteat 
paper, and richly bound in Tarioua atylea. 



At one amuigM in a rimple ▼■■• 

A little ftore of onpietendiiif flowen, 

00 fstltered I aome reoordi of pait iMMua, 
And trait tliem, fontle reader, to thy graea, 
If or liope that in my pefee tboa wilt trace 

The briUiant proof of high poetie powen; 
But dear memorial! of happy dajra, 

When heaven ahed bleadnga on my heart like ahowata, 
Clothinf with beauty e*en the deaert plaee; 
TiU I, with thankfiil gladneM in my looka, 

Tbrned me to God, aweet nature, loving friendki, 
Chriat*a little children, well*wora andent booka. 

The charm of Art, the rapture muilc aenda; 
And aang away the grief that on man*a lot attanda. 



opzirzoirs or the press. 

We beg leave to ezpren our thanka to the diligent author of theae Poeme, for thia 
additional and highly valuable contribution to the treasure! of American literature. 
The proee writings of Dr. Bethune, by their remarkably pure and chaste language, 
their depth and clearness of thought, their force and beauty of illustration, and by tbeir 
intelligent and elevated piety, have lustly secured to him a place with the very best 
authors of our land, wboie works are destined to exert a wide-q>read and most salutary 
influence on the forming character and expanding mind of our growing republic. This 
volume of bis collected poetry, though it be, as the author observes in his beautifW 
introductory sonnet, but the "gathered records of past hours," or the (hiit of moments 
of industrious relaxation (torn more severe labours, may without fear take its place by 
the side of our best poetic productions ; and there are many pieces in it, which, for 
accuracy of rhythm, for refined sentiment, energy of thought, flowing and lucid ex- 
pression, and subduing pathos, are unsurpassed by any writer. 

Exteriorly, and in the matters of paper and tjrpography, this is an elegant volume, 
and so flEir is a fitting casket for the gems it contains— for gems these beautifit perms 
are, of " purest ray serene "—lustrous Jewels— ornaments of purest virgin gold. 

Many hallowed breathings will be found among the poems here collected — all di:«tiR- 
guished by correct taste and refined feeling, rarely dazzling by gorgeous imager)'. Init 
always charming by their purity and truthfulness to nature.— A*. Y. Commsreial. 

TbB author of this volume has a gifted mind, improved by extensive oducatioii; a 
)heerfol temper, chastened by religion ; a sound taste, refined and improved by extent*ivi^ 
Jbaervatlon and much reading, and the gift of poetry.— JVbrCA AiMriean. 

The Volume before us contains much that is trulv beautiftil ; many gems that sparkle 
with genius and feeling. They are imbued with the trae spirit of poesy, and may b^ 
*aad again and agair with pleaaura.— Infvirfr. 
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k NEW AND BEAUTIFUL AMERICAN GIFT-BOOK. 

ALTOGETHER ORIGINAL. 



LINDSAY AND BLAKISTON 

HAVE JUST PUBLISHED 

THE AMERICAN GALLERY OF ART, 

WITH 

ELEVEN ILLUSTRATIONS, ENGRAVED ON STEEL. 

FROM 

PAINTINGS BY AMERICAN ARTISTS. 

LIST OP ILLUSTRATIONS. 

^roissAit reading Ms Chronicle to Qaeen Pliilippa t*ainted by Rothermel. 

Vignette Title Page Painted by Thomas Buchanan Jteai 

The Artist's Dream Designed by John Sartain. 

The Rose-Bud . . v Painted by Thomas Sully. 

The First Ship Painted by Joshua Shaw. 

Taking Sanctuary Painted by W. £. Winner. 

The Haunted Stream Painted by James Hamilton. 

Zaida Painted by Samuel 3. Wauf h. 

Tired of Play Painted by John Neagle. 

Peasant Girl of Prascati Painted by S. S. Osgood. 

Cascade near the Falls of the Kanhawa Painted by Russell Smith. 

WITH 

POETICAL AND PROSE CONTRIBUTIONS, 

BY DISTINGUISHED AMERICAN AUTHORS. 

An elegant quarto volume; richly bound in cloth, gilt, with an 
emblematical side stamp, in gold. 

It has long been the desire of Mr. Sartain, as he states in the preface, to pre. 
sent a work on the *' Painters op America, richl5r embellished with engraved 
specimens from the labours of all the meritorious artists of the country*' — a^eat 
and expensive undertaking, only, perhaps, capable of accomplishment, by giving 
to the work a periodic character, and issuing the successive volumes, at the gift- 
season, in the splendid form of annuals. Thus, ultimately, may be completed, 
according to the original design, a gallery of American Painters, m which " every 
artist of merit in the country will be represented.** 

The present volume opens the series very successfully, with eleven plates m 
mezzotmt, all of them engraved by Mr. Sartain in his nest style, from designs 
by Sully, Rothermel, Read, Waugh, Shaw, Neagle, Winner. Smith, Hamilton, 
Osgood, and Sartain himself, — some of them highly beautiful and imaginative 
pieces. The poetical and prose illustrations are by well-known and popular 
American writers. We cannot doubt the success of a publication so well adapted 
for the purposes of a gift-book and an ornament to the parlour and boudoir. — 
North American, 

The purpose of this work is to furnish a gallery of characteristic specimens 
from the works of the " Painters of America," where every artist of merit in 
the country will be represented. Its literary department will be original, whilst 
its eems of art will be faithful representations of the most interesting productions 
of domestic genius, talent, and acquirement in the use of the brush. The work 
18 truly American, and, as such, will command that to which it is justly entit'-d, 
a generous and extensive support. — Episcopal Reorder. 
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LINDSAY & BLAKISTON 

PITRI fSH HTHF! 

AMERICAN FEMALE POETS: 

BIOGRAPHICAL AND CRITICAL NOTICES, 

BY 
CAROLINE MAY. 

AM BLBaAMT VOLUME, WITH A HANDSOME ViaMETTE TITLB, 

AND 

PORTRAIT OF MRS. OSGOOD. 

The Literary contents of this work contain copious selections from 

the writings of 

Aaae BracUtreeC, Jaae Tiur«ll« Aaae Ellsa Bleeclier« Marf^aretta 

V. Faviseres, Phlllls Wheatlejr, Merey 'Warren^ Sarah Porter, 

Sarah Wentw-orth Morton, Mrs* Little, Maria A* Brooks, 

I«ydla Hartley- Slgoumey, Anna Marta "Wells, Caroline Gil- 

ntan, Sarah Josepha Hale, Blaria James, Jessie G* M'Cartee, 

Mrs* Gray* Bllma Pollen, I«oaisa Jane Hall, Mrs* Swfft, 

Mvfu E* C* ICiuney, Marguerite St« Leon Lond, I«nella J* 

Oa«ie. Blizabeth Bogart, A* O. Woodbrldge, Elisabeth 

Marj^aret Chandler, Entma C* Bmbnry, Sarah Helena 

W^hltman, Cynthia Taf^g^art, Elisabeth J* Eantes, 

Ae» ^c« d:^c« 

Tho whole forming a beautiful specimen of the highly cultivated state ol 

the arts in the United States, as regards the paper, topography, 

and binding in rich and various styles. 

EXTRACTS FROM THE PREFACE. 
One of the most striking characteristics of the present age 
is the number of female writers, eispecially in the department 
of belles-lettres. This is even more true of the United 
States, than of the old world ; and poetry, which is the lan- 
guage of the affections, has been freely employed among us 
to express the emotions of woman's heart. 

As the rare exotic, costly because of the distance from 
which it is brought, will often suffer in comparison of beauty 
and fragrance with the abundant wild flowers of our mea- 
dows and woodland slopes, so the reader of our present 
volume, if ruled by an honest taste, will discover in the effu- 
sions of our gifted countrywomen as much grace of form, 
and powerful sweetness of thought and feeling, as in the 
blossoms of woman's genius culled from other lands. 
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LINDSAY & BLAKI8TON 

PUBLISH THE 

BRITISH FEMALE POETS: 

BIOGRAPHICAL AND CRITICAL NOTICES, 

BT 
GEO. W. BETHUNE. 

AN EU^QAJSTT VOLUME, WITH A EANDSOBiIE ViaNBTTE TITLB, 

AND 

PORTRAIT OF THE HON. MRS. NORTON. 

The Literary contents of this work contain copious selections from 

the writings of 

Ajine Boleyii) Countess of Arundel^ Q^iteen EUzabetb, Duehess of 

Meinreastle« Elisabetl& Carter* Mrs* Ti^^liey Mtss Hanaali Moref 

Mrs* Hemans* Lady Flora Hastings* Mrs* Amelia Opie* Miss 

BlisaCoolc* Mrs* Sontl&ejr, Miss ItOi^re* Mrs* Norton* Blixa1»etlt 

B* Barrett* Catl&arine Parr* Marjr Q^neen of Scots* Countess 

of Pembroke* I<ady Marjr IVortley MOntagne* Mrs* Ore> 

TiUe* Mrs* Barbanld, Joanna BaiUie* I<etitia Blisabetb 

I«andon* Charlotte Elixabetlt* Marjr Rnssell Mitford* 

Mrs* Coleridfpe* Mary Howitt* Frances Kemble Bntler* 

d&c* d&c* ^bc* 

The whole forming a beautiful specimen of the highly cultivated state of 

the arts in the United States, as regards the paper, typography, 

and binding in rich and various styles. 



OFnnoirs of the press. 

In the department of English poetry, we hare long looked for a siMrit out in natore'k fineet, vet 
most elerated mould, poeseaeed of the most delicate and exquisite taste, the keenest perception 
of the innate true and beautiful in poeUr, as opposed to their oppodtes, who could fire to us a 
pure collection of the British Female Poets ; many of them among the choicest spinas that erei 
graced and adorned humanity. The object of our search, in this distinct and important mission. 
IS before us ; and we acknowledge at once in Dr. Bethune. the gifted poet, the eloquent divine 
and the humble Christian, <nie who combines, in an eminent degree, all the characteristics above 
alluded to. It raises the mind loftier, and makes it purified with the soul, to float in an atmosphere 
of spiritual purity, to peruse the elegant volume before us, chaste, rieh, and beautiful, without and 
within.— nk Spectator. 



We do not remember to have seen any previous attempt to form a poetical bouquet exclusively 
from gardens planted by female hands, and made firagrant and beautiful by woman's gentle culture. 
We know few men equally qualified with the gifted Editor of this volume for the tasteful and 
lodieious selection and adjustment of the various flowers that are to delight with their sweetness, 
soothe with their softness, and impart profit with their sentiment The voliime is enriched with 
Kographioal Sketches of some autj poetesses, each sketch being fbllowed vrith specimens cbanMv 
teristio of her style and powers or verse. In beauty of typogn4>h7, and general geUmg 19, this 
TiAame is quite equal to the best issues of its tasteful and enterprising publishers.— f^vuooiM/ RKorder. 

It is handscHnely embellished, and may be described as a casket of gems. Dr. Bethune, who is 
fcfanself a poet of^no mean genius, hss in this volume exhibited the most refined taste. The work 
may be ragarded as a treosuiy of neariy all the best pieces of British Female Poets.— /nfutrer. 

This volume, which is fiur mwe suited fbr a hcrfyday gift than many which are prepared expressly 
lor the purpoee, contains extracts from all the most distinguished English Female Poets, selected 
with the taste and judgment whkdi we have a right to ei^ect from the eminent divine and highly 
it whose name adums the title page. It is a rare oollectimi of the richest gem».—BaltP- 



mart 



Dr. Bethune has selected his materials with exquisite taste, culling the fiurest and sweetest 
Cowers from the extensive field cultivated by the British Female Poets. The brief BiucraDhical 
Notices add much interest to the volume, and vastly increase its value. It is pleasant i 



working and close-thinking divines thus recreating themselves, sod eontribating by their rec w 
t^Hw to the refinement of the ace. Dr. Bethune has brought to his task poetic enthQsiann,«ade 
—dy pereeptioa of the pars ana betotifaL— M y. V m mmtM , 
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LINDSAY & BLAKISTON PUBLISH 
THE FOLLOWING POPULAR BOOKS. 

A dictTonTry 

OP 

SYNONYMICAL TERMS OF THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE, 

BY TH£ REV. JAMES RAWSON9 A. M. 

One volume, 12mo. 
The object of this work is to furnish the student and writer with a 
rnanaal, at once full, comprehensive, and easy of reference. The col- 
lection of synonymes is believed to be more copious than in any otlier 
work extant; and it is hoped that the arrangement adopted will afford 
peculiar facilities for consultation. A dictionary of synonymes is con- 
sulted rather to assist the memory than to improve the judgment; this is 
designed as a manual for the desk, and for constant use. 

O P I N I O NS^OlHr HE~P R E S S . 
Of the various books of Ensiish Synonymes that have been published, ncme is at once so cum- 
paot, Comprehensive, clear and correct, as this one. The number of synonymiRal terms is larger 
than any previous work contains ; and there is nothing superfluous— no unnecessary rcinarkN which 
are more calculated to bewilder than to inform. K will make an admirable de^sk companion for 
the man of letters.— Evening Bulletin. 

It is a very copious collection, and they are weU arranged for reference. The \HHtk siK^uld be on 
the table of every writer, as a refresher of the memory.— Daily Sun. 

it furnishes the student and writer with a manual at once full, comprehensive, ana ensv of refer- 
ence. The collection of Synonymes is copious, and the arrangement is peculiarly udapifd to afibrd 
facilities for consultation.— Pemuy^vama Inquirer. 

TlTcONvfcf SHIP, 

WITH A PREFACE, 
BT TBB RBV. J. S. FOlVIaSS. 

One volume, ISmo, 

A Narrative of the Results of Scriptural Instruction and Mural Discipline 
on board the "Earl Grey." By C. A. Browning, M. D , Surgeon in the 
Royal Navy, from the fourth London edition, with a Preface by the Rev. 
James H. Fowles, Rector of the Church of the Epiphany, Philadelphia. 



"Mv people are destrojed for lack of knowledge."— Hosea iv. 6 
"The gospel of Christ is the po we r of God unto salvi 



salvation to every one that b^'lieveth. "— Rom. L 1^ 

Extract from ike American Preface. 
This little volume will fill the heart of every benevolent reader wiih wonder and gratitude. 
Its author is an intelligent, pious, and zealous Surgeon of the Royal Niivy — wtio was placed in 
charge of some two or three hui^red £nglish convicts, dunng their transportaiion. on board the 
Earl Grey, to the penal colony of Van Diemen's Land. His work consists of a nunurive, told in a 
perspicuous and interesting stvle, of a successful attempt to elevate tliese unpromisiuff subjects out 
of that state of ignorance and sin in which they were found. I'he nienus employed were simple, 
yet enlightened, self-denying, and kind ; and their results are of a chaiacier m) t-ncouraging, that 
they will scarcely be anticipated by the believer, and cannot be understood by the infidel 

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

The woric is not only deeply interesting, but it affords a truly forcible and happy illustration of 
the eflfects of kindness and benevolence, even upon the abandoned, the outcast, and the con- 
victed.— P«m. Inquirer. , 

V^e have not space to say all we could wish in commendation of this work : and shall merely 
add, that we gather from the author's pre&ce that the voyage in the Earl Grey was the Aflfi he 
had made and conducted on a similar plan, and that still greater success had subsequently at- 
tended his sixth and seventh voyages, in two other convict vessels. Happily, we have no " Penal 
Colony" to which to transport offenders against society, and therefore the instruction to be de- 
rived from this narrative mav not serve to convey any practical instruction to oiir Navy : yet the 
example of Sui^eon B. is worth/ of study and imitation, by all who take an interest in the moral 
Hmeboration of the inmates of our Penitentiaries and other receptacles of the guilty and de- 
praved ; and, on that account, strongly commends itself to public favour.— £ve»uny Bulletin. 
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CHESTERFIELDIAN POCKET MANUALS 
OF ETIQUETTE, &c. 

LINDSAY AND BLAKISTON have just issued new editions of this popular 

•eries of Manuals, some of which have met with so much favour 

as to have passed through more than Twenty 

Editions. The series includes — 

TBB YOUNCI HUSBAND, 

k MANUAL OF THK DUTIES, MORAL, RELIGIOUS, AND DOMESTIC) 
IMPOSED BY THE RELATION OF MARRIED LIFE. 



TBB YOUHO WZFBj 

A MANUAL OF MORAL, RELIGIOUS, AND DOMESTIC DUTIEI, 
BEING A COMPANION TO "THE YOUNG HUSBAND." 

BTZQUBTTB FOB OBNTZiBMBN, 

OR, SHORT RULES AND REFLECTIONS FOR CONDUCT IN SOCIETY. 



««W«^S/Si/S/>^rfS/WVWM^'^V^'«^ 



BTIQVSTTB FOR BABIES, 

iriTB RIHTS OM THE PHESERVATION, IMPSOVEmSIlT, ETC, OF FEMALE BBAOTT. 



THE HAND BOOK FOR THE MAN OF FASHION, 

OR CANONS OF GOOD BREEDING, 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "ETiaUETTE FOR GENTLEMEN.** 



Each volume contains an iliuminated title-page, and is neatly bound in 

embossed oloth; with plain or gilt edges, and gilt sides, 

suitable for the centre-table. 



THE YOUNG LADIES' HOME, 

BT MRS. L. O. TUTHILL, 
AUTHOR OF "I WILL BE A LADY," "I WILL BE A GENTLEMAN/* fcr., Aa 

*< A Traveller betwixt life and death; 
The reason firm, the temperate will. 
Endurance, foresight, strength and skill. 
To warn, to comfort and command; 
And yet a spirit still and bright, 
With something of an angel light.** 

Wordsworth. 

A neat 12dio volume, in embossed cloth, -with plain or gilt edges. 
The object which the intelligent author of this volume has in view, is to awaken 
the attention of young ladies to the important duties of life which devolve npon 
tiiem, after they have ceased their scholastic exercises. In doing so, she endea- 
vours to teach them something of the formation of character, and offers them 
various useful hints for their improvement, mentally and physically ; explains to 
them the station they are to occupy in society, and sets before them in its true 
light the responsibility they incur by a neglect of their proper duties, in their too 
eager pursuit of the follies of the day. Such a book cannot fail to be useful, and 
we hope it may be read extensively. — Baltimore American, 
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POPULAR ILLUSTRATED BOOKS 
FOR YOUNe PEOPLE. 



LINDSAY & BLAKISTON, 

PHILADELPHIA, 

VUBLISH THB FOLLOWnrO BBATTnTUL JUTD ATTRACTIVB 

§]?d]S3n§§ OW EILdlLiUS^PIBAl'ISB BOOKS, 

BOUND IN VARIOUS 8TTLE89 AS FOLLOWS I 

Id a cheap form, with an niiiniinaled CoTer* 
In extra cloth, gilt sides, with plain Plates* 
In extra cloth, gilt sides, with Coloured Plates* 
In neat sheep binding, suitable for Reading Books in 
Schools, or for School Libraries* 

EACH VOLUME CONTAINS EIGHT PLATES, 

ILLUSTRATING IMPORTANT EVENTS. MOSTLY FROM ORIGINAL DESIGNS. 

1. THE LIFE OF GENERAL TAYLOR, the Hero oi 

Palo Alto, Resaca de la Palma, Monterey, and Buena 
Vista. 

2. THE LIFE OF GENERAL FRANCIS MARION, 

the Patriot of the South. 

a THE LIFE OF BENJAMIN FRANKLIN, the Printer, 
the Statesman, and the Philosopher. 

4. THE LIFE OF GENERAL LAFAYETTE, the 

Friend of Washington. 

6, THE LIFE OF GENERAL WASHINGTON, the 

Father of his Country. 

6. THE LIFE OF NAPOLEON BONAPARTE, Empe- 

ror of the French. 

7. THE LIFE OF GENERAL JACKSON, the Hero of 

New Orleans. 

8. THE LIFE OF WILLIAM PENN, the Founder of 

Pennsylvania. 

SOLD SKPARATELY, OR IN SETS BOUND TO MATCH. 
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THE BOYS AND GIRLS' MISCELLANY, 

CONSISTING OF 

ORIGINAL STORIES. POETRY, BIOGRAPHY, ANECDOTES, CHARADES, &Ch &C. 

ALL ADAPTED TO 

THE COMPREHENSION OF CHILDREN, 

AND PREPARED BOTH WITH A VIEW TO THEOL AMUSEMENT AND INSTRUCTION, 
WITH OVER 

FIFT7 BEAUTIFULLY EZEOUTED ILLUSTRATIOirS. 

OPINIONS OF THE PRES& 

"This is a very attractive work for yoang people, and can scarcely foil of 
becoming a favourite." — National Standard, 

" The matter is appropriate, various and pleasing — ^the wood-cuts good, and 
the coloured title very tasteful.*' — Freshyterian, 

** We cheerfully recommend this work to our juvenile readers." — Bee. 

"This work contains much that is entertaining to children — wholesome and 
pleasing moral tales, short anecdotes, conveyine useful truths, and poetry which 
children will not soon forget; it may be confidently reconmiended to parents." 
— Trenton Gazette. 

" This work cannot fail to improve the minds of young people, and fit them 
for the important position that they are hereafter to occupy." — Christian 
Repository. 

** Its design is good, and its execution commendable, and evinces on the part 
of the editor both taste and tact." — Spirit of the TSmes. 

" We cheerfully recommend this work as an excellent publication for youth." 
—Becorder, 



ALADDIN, 

OB 

THE WONDERFUL LAMP. 

EDITED BT 

LAWRENCE LOVECHILD. 

AND 

ILLUSTRATED BY SIXTEEN EXQUISITE ENGRAVINGS, * 

FROM ORIGINAL DESIGNS BT DARLBT, 

BEAUTIFULLY COLOURED. 

This is one of the most interesting stories from the Arabian Nights' Enter- 
tainments, edited for children, and bound in an attractive style, suitable for 
presents. 
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LINDSAY t BLAKI8T0N PUBLISH 

CHARACTERISTICS OF LITERATURE, 

nxnSTBAIED BT THE (MIDS OF DISHNQUISHED IEN, 

BT 

BBITBT F. TXTOKBRMAir, 

▲VTHOK.Or "THOVftHTS OV THX rOBTS," "ABTI8T LITB," KtC 

A neat 13xxio* TOlxLins. 



CONTBHT8. 

The PhikMopher Sir Thomas Browne. 

The Ditettante Sbenstone. 

The Moralist William EUery Gbanniiif. 

The Wit Dean Swift 

The Philanthropist William Rosooe. 

The Humorist Charles Lamb. 

The Historian T. Babington Macaulay. 

The Idealist John Sterling. 

The Rhetorician Edmund Burke. 

The Scholar Mark Akenside. 

The Biographer Final Memorials of Lamb and Keats. 

This forms, for the traveller, the sojourner at a watering-place, or in the 
country, an agreeable volume for summer reading. It is of a higher order oi 
merit than the light literature of the day, while it is less difiiise than works 
of a more standard character ; it will be found both instructive and enter- 
taining. 

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

He has happily chosen Sir Thomas Browne as the representative of the 
Philosopher; Channing, of the Moralist; Roscoe, of the Philanthropist; 
Lamb, of the Humorist ; Macaulay, of the Historian, d&c. A glance at its 
pages, and a knowledge of the author, assures us that it will be admitted as 
one of the happiest works that has proceeded from his pen — discriminating 
with distinctions, with the accessary illustrations of a man of taste and tra- 
vels.— Xtferary World, 

The idea is a happy one, that of delineating the various forms of literary 
character, b]jr selectmg some single specimen Trom each class, and analysine 
its peculiarities. The execution is distinguished by the good sense and good 
taste which mark most of Mr. Tuckerman's criticisms.— £oentii^ Post, 

Mr. Tuckerman never attempts anything that he does not thoroughly per- 
form. Equally successful, both in prose and verse, in this volume he has 
thrown the graceful charm of his polished diction around the characters he 
has selected tor analysis. No one can take up the book without being de- 
lighted at every step of their progress. — Boston Atlas. 

Those who like to think as they read, will find much pleasure in this de- 
lightful volume.— BaZttmore American. 

For a companion under a tree, in the present season, we could commend 
few books as confidently as '* The Characteristics of Literature,'* by Tucker- 
man — a gentle-thoughted, discriminating, tasteful series of analytical portraits 
of distinguished men. — Home Journal. 

Those who like to think as they read, will find much pleasure in this ana- 
lytical volume. — American. 

He has given us a very entertaining volume, that cannot fail to be popular. 
•^Transcript. 
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BEAUTIFUL AND ATTRACTIVE JUVENILE BOOKS 
FOR YOUNG PEOPLE, 

PUBLISHED BY 

LINDSAY AND BLAKISTON, 
PHILADELPHIA. 



BUDS AND BLOSSOMS FOR CHILDREN, 

BY niBS. HVGHBS, 

AUTHOR OP "AUNT MAEY'S TALES," "ORNAMENTS DISCOVERED." Ac, Ac, 
WITH TWENTY-FIVE ILLUSTRATIONS, 

Beautifully bound in oloth, gilt 

Mrs. Hughes is well known as one of our most popular contributors, and it is 
conceded tnat her tales for children are among the best juvenile works extant. 
The first volume ever published by her has gone through an incredible number 
of London and American editions, and we are persuaded that her present offering 
to the juveniles will prove quite as acceptable as ** Ornaments Discovered" were 
to their older brothers and sisters. The typographical execution of the " Buds 
and Blossoms" is exquisite, and it is illustrated by excellent and numerous en- 
gravings.— iVcaZ'« Gazette. 

This little volume contains several very pretty stories, told in a pleasant, cap- 
tivating vein, that will make the book a universal favourite with the young folks. 
The illustrations, also, are spirited, and will add to the attractiveness of the hand- 
some volume. Mrs. Hughes is the author of ** Auht Mary's Tales," which is a 
sufficient surety for a hearty welcome from youthful readers, and from parents who 
desire that their children's reading shall do them good. — New York Commercial. 

THE CHILD'S OWN BOOK OF ANIMALS, 

WITH 
TWELVE LARGE AND BEAUTIFULLY COLOURED ILLUSTRATIONS. 

This is a beautiful^ and attractive volume for children ; the plates are large, 
each containing many figures, and are beautifully coloured : eacn plate is accom- 
panied by letter-press, in large type, containing a history and description of the 
animal represented. It will also answer for a drawing-book for children who are 
fond of that amusement. 

Neatly bound in red cloth. 

GEOGRAPHY FOR YOUNG PEOPLE, 

PRETTILY ILLUSTRATE D, AND BOUND FOR PRESENTS. 
MY LITTLE GEOGRAPHY, 

FOR LITTLE GIRLS AND BOYS, 

As I have learned to read and spell 

This little book I '11 buy, 
And study all about the eaith 

On which we live and die. 

SDZTSD B7 niBS. Z.. C. TVTHZZ.Z., 

WITH NUMEROUS ILLUSTRATIONS. 

The sreat design of the authoress of this little book appears to have been to 
arrest the attention of the child, and by gradual and pleasant steps to lead the 
juvenile raicd into higher and broader branches of useful knowledge. We cor- 
dially recommend it as deserving the attention of parents and teachers.— /n^utrer. 
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LINDSAY & BLAKISTON 

PUBLISH 

AUNT MARY'S TALES, 

BY MRS. HUGHS, 

Ax'taoTt OF "buds and blossoms," "ivr wbbath," etc. km. 

A SERIES OP JUVENILE BOOKS, 

FOR 

irmu SBnp anl ITitth (0irl«. 

EACH VOLUME ILLUSTRATED BY A COLOURED FRONTISPIECE. 
Ten Volumes, square IQmo.y 

C0irTA.ININO AS FOLLOWS: 

THE YOUNG ARTIST, OR SELF-CONQUEST. 

THE YOUNG SAILOR, OR PERSEVERANCE REWARDED. 

HOLIDAYS IN THE COUNTRY, OR VANITY DISAPPOINTED. 

GENEROSITY, OR THE STORY OP SYBELLA AND FLORENCE. 

THE MOTHER^S BIRTHDAY, OR THE BROKEN VASE. 

LISSIE LINDEN, OR HER MOCKING-BIRD. 

THE GIPSEY FORTUNE-TELLER, OR THE TROUBADOUR. 

FRANK WORTHY, OR THE ORPHAN AND HIS BENEFACTOR. 

MAY MORNING, OR A VISIT TO THE COUNTRY. 

THE PROUD GIRL HUMBLED, OR THE TWO SCHOOLMATES. 

xroTzoss or thss vbsss. 

We are glad to see a lady of Mrs. Hughs' abilities so usefully employed. 
Her stories are written in an engaging style, which will insure their eager 
perusal, while they oonyey sound instruction in regard to the improyement 
of the temper, and the proper cultivation of the domestic and social affec- 
tions. — Saturday Courier. 

A series of highly attractiye littie books for juyenile readers from the 
pen of Mrs. Hughs, which are happily narrated in a style and manner cal- 
culated to awaken an interest in the minds of the young, and blend instruc- 
tion with amusement, in forms adapted to promote their improyement. — 
Christian Observer. 
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UNDSAY & BLAKISTON 

PUBLISH 

M7 LITTLE 6E06RAPH7, 

FOR 

PRIMARY SCHOOLS ANDFOR BEGINNERS. 

WITH NUMEROUS ILLUSTRATIONS. 
EDITED BT MBS. L. O. TUTHILL. 



BEOOMMENDATIONS. 
JViom Mrs. E. W. FMpg, Principal of the Female Sanmanf, Shepkerdstoumt Jtffenon Ootmir, ytt- 
Me$trs. ImiMKt 4- JBtolcMoii:— ''My Little GeoeTi4>h]r" is the ftroarite Tolame of my younger pn- 
inla, who hare been channed with Uie chapters they have studied, and delighted at finding they could 
cQuunit the sprightly little rerses to memory. Such an elementary treatise was quite a deside- 
ratum, and I am pleased that the idea suggested itself to a person ci^mble of canying it out. in a 
style so pecoliarly adapted to instmct and interest the young; 

Very respectfully yours, 

E. W. PHELPS. 

FVtm J. E. LoveUt Prmeipal of ihe Lancasterian ScJuol, New Htwen, Coim. 
I have examined a little work, by Mrs. L. C. TuthiU, entitled ** My Little Geography." It is by no 
means an easy task to uirite loett for young children, bat this performance is, I think, highly success- 
ful. Its language is simple and chaste ; its sentences concise, and its topics so treated that the 
youngest pupil will easily understand them. Several books for beginners in Geography-— excellent in 
most respects— have been published within a few years ; but they are, without an exception, so far 
as my knowledge extends, too eongtrehentive, and abcve the capacities of those for whose particular use 
they were intended. Mrs. Tuthill's little work may be used as introductory to either of them, with 
great advantage ; it will do its own part well, and open the way for the better accomplishment of 
that which belongs to its successors. I hope it may have an extensive circulation. 

J. K LOVELL 

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

This is the title of a captivating little book for children, by which they are led, almost insensibly, into 
a knowledge of geographical terms.— Conunerooi Advertiaer. 



Than this unpretending little work we have never seen a mors useAiI or appropriate sehool-book. 
it one more admirably calculated for beginners in geography ; we can recommend it, without 
fear of re^ransibility, to our seminaries, as well deserving a trinL— Southern Patriot. 



We welcome, with particular pleasure, this little work ; the author has succeeded admirably in pro- 
ducing a book which must prove a valuable auxiliary to parents and teachers, as well as a delight- 
ful Hnd instructive companion for children.— <Sa<ur(iay Cowrier. 



This is an attractive, we must add, entertaining book ; as a first Geography for children, it is ad- 
mirably suited to their ci4>acitiee, and its embellishments cannot fail to interest them.— Christian 
Observer. 



This is a most admirable woik for young beginners in Geography ; it should be introduced into fami- 
lies and »chool8.—InU!Ui0encer and Journal 
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LINDSAY & BLAKISTON PUBLISH 
A VISIT TO 

THE MENAGERIE, 

BY 

A FATHER AND HIS CHILDREN. 
AN ORIGINAL WORK, 

WITH 

BEAUTIFUL ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Bound in an attractive style. 

EXTRACT FROM THE PREFACE. 

Young people are easily attracted to the ardent pursuit of know- 
ledge, and especially that of natural science, by presenting its ele- 
ments to their mind in a pleasing form. Narrative, conversation, 
the graphic art, and the actual specimens, furnish the most ready 
and effectual means of awakening their curiosity. 



THE CHILFS OWN BOOK OF ANIMALS, 

WITH 

TWELVE LARGE AND BEAUTIFULLY COLOURED ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Neatly bound in embossed olotli. 



This is a beautiful and attractive volume for children ; the plates 
are large, each containing many figures, and are beautifully 
coloured : each plate is accompanied by letter-press, in large type, 
containing a history and description of the animal represented. It 
will also answer for a drawing-book for children who are fond of 
that amusement. 
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